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OPINIONS OF THE PRESS 

ON 

A WOMAN INTERVENES 
< Mr. Barr has hii upon a splendid subject in his new novel, and no one who 

reads it will deny that he has justified his choice of subject by displaying an 
admirable ability in the treatment of it. . . . The story abounds in scenes of 
the strongest interest, Is admirably devised and written, and displays a mixture 
of humour and high spirits which makes it the best of reading. '—Black and 
White. 

< Bright dialogue, brisk action, shrewd characterization, and a general air of 
Transatlantic “ cuteness,” are the salient features of “ A Woman Intervenes.” 
The story is genuinely humorous. . . . There is plenty of plot and incident, an 
abundance of pleasant humour, and some discreet love-making. . . . We can 
promise our readers that they will make the acquaintance of a delightfully 
fresh, animated, and wholesome book.'—Speaker. 

' Mr. Barr has never told a better story than this vivacious and neatly-con¬ 
structed tale of how a piece of financial villainy was frustrated, with all its 
delightful feminine complications. The scenes are for the most part fresh and 
spirited, the interest sustained, and the character-sketching bright and clever.’ 
—Qtieen. 

‘ “ A Woman Intervenes ’’ is undeniably exciting ; it is full of shrewd obser¬ 
vation, and it contains one original character and one very dramatic incident.'— 
Academy. 

' We have here a good, rapid, bustling novel . . . modern and up to date.’ 
—Glasgow Herald. 

‘ Divides its interest very fairly between two themes, each powerful in itself, 
love and money. . . . The story is cleverly written, and, if rather impossible, 
is not the less readable on that account.’—Scotsman. 

' It is a bright and engaging idea to show the weaker sex stepping into the 
City to beat the stronger at its own game. , . . The whole story has a pleasant, 
restful tone. ’—Morning Leader. 

‘ Mr. Barr is at his best in “ A Woman Intervenes." . . . A surprising degree 
of freshness. The steadily-sustained flow of quiet humour and touches of quaint 
philosophy lend an additional charm to a very wholesome novel.’—World. 

‘ This bright little story. . . . Throughout, Jennie's pluck and power of re¬ 
partee, her trenchant but kindly criticism of English ways and people, her 
womanliness, which lies so close to the surface of worldly callousness, make her 
one of the completest types of femininity the author has described. . . . The 
plot is ingenious, if slight, and the dialogue lively as usual.’—Athenceum. 

‘ Mr. Barr has told his lively story with much humour.’—Daily Chronicle. 
' Out of the buying of a Canadian mine Mr. Barr has spun a very varied and 

amusing story. . . . The contest of wits proceeds in a brisk fashion to the end, 
and Mr. Barr proves conclusively that the pursuit of gold, the rising and falling 
of the market, desperate financial dangers, and such-like, cannot kill romance. 
The heroine is learned in money matters, yet, none the less, a quixotically 
enthusiastic lover.’—Bookman. 

‘"A Woman Intervenes” is a very brightly written and well-worked-out 
story.’—To-Day. 

1 The book is so exciting, so full of movement and change and suspense, 
that it must be read twice—the second time for the many wise and witty things 
Mr. Barr has to say about life and people. . . . The book is a cyclone, and I 
don’t doubt that it will carry away all in its path.’—Vanity Fair. 

‘ Mr. Barr has lighted upon an original plot for his novel, filled with surpris¬ 
ing situations, in which an enterprising lady journalist plays a prominent part. 
. . . The book not only achieves the difficult task of making money matters 
interesting, but is also healthily exciting.’—Gentlewoman. 

The author all through the book shows that he means to “make things 
hum, ’ and he does.’— Tablet. 
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A WOMAN INTERVENES 

CHAPTER I. 

The managing editor of the New York Argus sat at 

his desk with a deep frown on his face, looking out 

from under his shaggy eyebrows at the young man who 

had just thrown a huge fur overcoat on the back of one 

chair, while he sat down himself on another. 

* I got your telegram,’ began the editor. ‘ Am I to 

understand from it that you have failed ?’ 

* Yes, sir,’ answered the young man, without the 

slightest hesitation. 

‘ Completely ?’ 

‘Utterly.’ 

‘ Didn’t you even get a synopsis of the documents ?’ 

‘ Not a hanged synop.’ 

The editor’s frown grew deeper. The ends of his 

fingers drummed nervously on the desk. 

‘ You take failure rather jauntily, it strikes me,’ he 

said at last. 

‘ What’s the use of taking it any other way ? I have 

the consciousness of knowing that I did my best.’ 

‘ Um, yes. It’s a great consolation, no doubt, but it 

I 
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doesn’t count in the newspaper business. What did 

you do ?’ 
‘ I received your telegram at Montreal, and at once 

left for Burnt Pine—most outlandish spot on earth. I 

found that Kenyon and Wentworth were staying at the 

only hotel in the place. Tried to worm out of them 

what their reports were to be. They were very polite, 

but I didn’t succeed. Then I tried to bribe them, and 

they ordered me out of the room.’ 

‘ Perhaps you didn’t offer them enough.’ 

‘ I offered double what the London Syndicate was to 

pay them for making the report, taking their own word 

for the amount. I couldn’t offer more, because at that 

point they closed the discussion by ordering me out of 

the room. I tried to get the papers that night, on the 

quiet, out of Wentworth’s valise, but was unfortunately 

interrupted. The young men were suspicious, and 

next morning they left for Ottawa to post the reports, 

as I gathered afterwards, to England. I succeeded in 

getting hold of the reports, but I couldn’t hang on. 

There are too many police in Ottawa to suit me.’ 

‘ Do you mean to tell me,’ said the editor, * that you 

actually had the reports in your hands, and that they 

were taken from you ?’ 

‘ Certainly I had ; and as to their being taken from 

me, it was either that or gaol. They don’t mince 

matters in Canada as they do in the United States, you 

know.’ 

‘ But I should think a man of your shrewdness would 

have been able to get at least a synopsis of the reports 

before letting them out of his possession.’ 

‘ My dear sir,’ said the reporter, rather angry, * the 

whole thing covered I forget how many pages of foolscap 
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paper, and was the most mixed-up matter I ever saw 

in my life. I tried—I sat in my room at the hotel, and 

did my best to master the details. It was full of 

technicalities, and I couldn’t make it out. It required 

a mining expert to get the hang of their phrases and 

figures, so I thought the best thing to do was to 

telegraph it all straight through to New York. I knew 

it would cost a lot of money, but I knew, also, you 

didn’t mind that; and I thought, perhaps, somebody 

here could make sense out of what baffled me; besides, 

I wanted to get the documents out of my possession 

just as quickly as possible.’ 

‘Hem !’ said the editor. ‘ You took no notes what¬ 

ever ?’ 

‘ No, I did not. I had no time. I knew the moment 

they missed the documents they would have the detec¬ 

tives on my track. As it was, I was arrested when I 

entered the telegraph-office.’ 

‘Well, it seems to me,’ said the managing editor, 

‘ if I had once had the papers in my hand, I should not 

have let them go until I had got the gist of what was 

in them.’ 

‘ Oh, it’s all very well for you to say so,’ replied the 

reporter, with the free and easy manner in which an 

American newspaper man talks to his employer; ‘ but I 

can tell you, with a Canadian gaol facing a man, it is 

hard to decide what is best to do. I couldn’t get out 

of the town for three hours, and before the end of that 

time they would have had my description in the hands 

of every policeman in the place. They knew well 

enough who took the papers, so my only hope lay in 

getting the thing telegraphed through; and if that 

had been accomplished, everything would have been 
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all right. I would have gone to gaol with pleasure if I 

had got the particulars through to New York.’ 

* Well, what are we to do now ?’ asked the editor. 

‘ I’m sure I don’t know. The two men will be in 

New York very shortly. They sail, I understand, on 

the Caloric, which leaves in a week. If you think you 

have a reporter who can get the particulars out of these 

men, I should be very pleased to see you set him on. 

I tell you it isn’t so easy to discover what an English¬ 

man doesn’t want you to know.’ 

‘ Well,’ said the editor, ‘ perhaps that’s true. I will 

think about it. Of course you did your best, and I 

appreciate your efforts; but I am sorry you failed.’ 

‘ You are not half so sorry as I am,’ said Rivers, as he 

picked up his big Canadian fur coat and took his leave. 

The editor did think about it. He thought for fully 

two minutes. Then he dashed off a note on a sheet of 

paper, pulled down the little knob that rang the District 

Messenger alarm, and when the uniformed boy appeared, 

gave him the note, saying : 

‘ Deliver this as quickly as you can.’ 

The boy disappeared, and the result of his trip was 

soon apparent in the arrival of a very natty young 

woman in the editorial rooms. She was dressed in a 

neatly-fitting tailor-made costume, and was a very 

pretty girl, who looked about nineteen, but was, in 

reality, somewhat older. She had large, appealing blue 

eyes, with a tender, trustful expression in them, which 

made the ordinary man say: ‘ What a sweet, in¬ 

nocent look that girl has !’ yet, what the young woman 

didn’t know about New York was not worth knowing. 

She boasted that she could get State secrets from 

dignified members of the Cabinet, and an ordinary 
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Senator or Congressman she looked upon as her lawful 

prey. That which had been told her in the strictest 

confidence had often become the sensation of the next 

day in the paper she represented. She wrote over a 

nom de guerre, and had tried her hand at nearly every¬ 

thing. She had answered advertisements, exposed 

rogues and swindlers, and had gone to a hotel as 

chambermaid, in order to write her experiences. She 

had been arrested and locked up, so that she might 

write a three-column account, for the Sunday edition of 

the Argus, of ‘ How Women are Treated at Police 

Headquarters.’ The editor looked upon her as one of 

the most valuable members of his staff, and she was 

paid accordingly. 

She came into the room with the self-possessed air 

of the owner of the building, took a seat, after nodding 

to the editor, and said, ‘ Well ?’ 

‘ Look here, Jennie,’ began that austere individual, 

‘ do you wish to take a trip to Europe ?’ 

‘ That depends,’ said Jennie; ‘this is not just the 

time of year that people go to Europe for pleasure, 

you know.’ 

‘ Well, this is not exactly a pleasure trip. The truth 

of the matter is, Rivers has been on a job and has 

bungled it fearfully, besides nearly getting himself 

arrested.’ 

The young woman’s eyes twinkled. She liked any¬ 

thing with a spice of danger in it, and did not object to 

hear that she was expected to succeed where a mere 

masculine reporter had failed. 

The editor continued: 

‘ Two young men are going across to England on 

the Caloric. It sails in a week. I want you to take a 
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ticket for Liverpool by that boat, and obtain from 

either of those two men the particulars—the full par¬ 

ticulars—of reports they have made on some mining 

properties in Canada. Then you must land at Queens¬ 

town and cable a complete account to the Argus.’ 

‘ Mining isn’t much in my line,’ said Miss Jennie, 

with a frown on her pretty brow. ‘ What sort of mines 

were they dealing with—gold, silver, copper, or what ?’ 

‘ They are certain mines on the Ottawa River.’ 

‘ That’s rather indefinite.’ 

‘ I know it is. I can’t give you much information 

about the matter. I don’t know myself, to tell the 

truth, but I know it is vitally important that we should 

get a synopsis of what the reports of these young men 

are to be. A company, called the London Syndicate, 

has been formed in England. This syndicate is to 

acquire a large number of mines in Canada, if the 

accounts given by the present owners are anything like 

correct. Two men, Kenyon and Wentworth—the first 

a mining engineer, and the second an experienced 

accountant—have been sent from London to Canada, 

one to examine the mines, the other to examine the 

books of the various corporations. Whether the mines 

are bought or not will depend a good deal on the 

reports these two men have in their possession. The 

reports, when published, will make a big difference, one 

way or the other, on the Stock Exchange. I want to 

have the gist of them before the London Syndicate 

sees them. It will be a big thing for the Argus if it is 

the first in the field, and I am willing to spend a 

pile of hard cash to succeed. So, don’t economize on 

your cable expenses.’ 

‘ Very well; have you a book on Canadian mines ?’ 
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‘ I don’t know that we have ; but there is a book 

here, “ The Mining Resources of Canada;” will that 

be of any use ?’ 

‘ I shall need something of that sort. I want to be a 

little familiar with the subject, you know.’ 

‘ Quite so,’ said the editor; ‘ I will see what can be 

got in that line. You can read it before you start, and 

on the way over.’ 

‘All right,’ said Miss Jennie; £ and am I to take my 

pick of the two young men ?’ 

‘ Certainly,’ answered the editor. * You will see them 

both, and can easily make up your mind which will the 

sooner fall a victim.’ 

‘ The Caloric sails in a week, does it ?’ 

‘ Yes.’ 

* Then I shall need at least five hundred dollars to 

get new dresses with.’ 

e Good gracious !’ cried the editor. 

‘There is no “good gracious” about it. I’m going 

to travel as a millionaire’s daughter, and it isn’t likely 

that one or two dresses will do me all the way over.’ 

* But you can’t get new dresses made in a week,’ said 

the editor. 
‘ Can’t I ? Well, you just get me the five hundred 

dollars, and I’ll see about the making.’ 

The editor jotted the amount down. 

‘ You don’t think four hundred dollars would do ?’ 

he said. 
‘ No, I don’t. And, say, am I to get a trip to Paris 

after this is over, or must I come directly back ?’ 

‘ Oh, I guess we can throw in the trip to Paris,’ said 

the editor. 
‘ What did you say the names of the young men are? 
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—or are they not young ? Probably they are old 

fogies, if they are in the mining business.’ 

‘No; they are young, they are shrewd, and they are 

English. So you see your work is cut out for you. 

Their names are George Wentworth and John Kenyon.’ 

‘ Oh, Wentworth is my man,’ said the young 

woman breezily. ‘John Kenyon! I know just what 

sort of a person he is—sombre and taciturn. Sounds 

too much like John Bunyan, or John Milton, or names 

of that sort.’ 

‘ Well, I wouldn’t be too sure about it until you see 

them. Better not make up your mind about the 

matter.’ 

‘ When shall I call for the five hundred dollars ?’ 

* Oh, that you needn’t trouble about. The better 

way is to get your dresses made, and tell the people to 

send the bills to our office.’ 

‘ Very well,’ said the young woman. ‘ I shall be 

ready. Don’t be frightened at the bills when they come 

in. If they come up to a thousand dollars, remember 

I told you I would let you off for five hundred dollars.’ 

The editor looked at her for a moment, and seemed 

to reflect that perhaps it was better not to give a young 

lady unlimited credit in New York. So he said : 

‘ Wait a bit; I’ll write you out the order, and you can 

take it downstairs.’ 

Miss Jennie took the paper when it was offered to 

her, and disappeared. When she presented the order 

in the business office, the cashier raised his eyebrows 

as he noticed the amount, and, with a low whistle, said 

to himself: 

‘ Five hundred dollars! I wonder what game Jennie 

Brewster’s up to now.’ 
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CHAPTER II. 

The last bell had rung. Those who were going ashore 

had taken their departure. Crowds of human beings 

clustered on the pier-head, and at the large doorways 

of the warehouse which stood open on the steamer 

wharf. As the big ship slowly backed out there was a 

fluttering of handkerchiefs from the mass on the pier, 

and an answering flutter from those who crowded along 

the bulwarks of the steamer. The tug slowly pulled 

the prow of the vessel round, and at last the engines 

of the steamship began their pulsating throbs—throbs 

that would vibrate night and day until the steamer 

reached an older civilization. The crowd on the pier 

became more and more indistinct to those on board, 

and many of the passengers went below, for the air was 

bitterly cold, and the boat was forcing its way down the 

bay among huge blocks of ice. 

Two, at least, of the passengers had taken little 

interest in the departure. They were leaving no friends 

behind them, and were both setting their faces toward 

friends at home. 

‘ Let us go down,’ said Wentworth to Kenyon, ‘and 

see that we get seats together at table before all are 

taken.’ 
* Very good,’ replied his companion, and they 

descended to the roomy saloon, where two long tables 

were already laid with an ostentatious display of silver, 

glassware, and cutlery, which made many, who looked 

on this wilderness of white linen with something like 

dismay, hope that the voyage would be smooth, 

although, as it was a winter passage, there was every 
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chance it would not be. The purser and two of his 

assistants sat at one of the shorter tables with a plan 

before them, marking off the names of passengers who 

wished to be together, or who wanted some particular 

place at any of the tables. The smaller side-tables 

were still uncovered because the number of passengers 

at that season of the year was comparatively few. As 

the places were assigned, one of the helpers to the purser 

wrote the names of the passengers on small cards, and 

the other put the cards on the tables. 

One young woman, in a beautifully-fitting travelling 

gown, which was evidently of the newest cut and design, 

stood a little apart from the general group which sur¬ 

rounded the purser and his assistants. She eagerly 

scanned every face, and listened attentively to the 

names given. Sometimes a shade of disappointment 

crossed her brow, as if she expected some particular 

person to possess some particular name which that 

particular person did not bear. At last her eyes 

sparkled. 

‘ My name is Wentworth,’ said the young man whose 

turn it was. 

‘Ah! any favourite place, Mr. Wentworth?’ asked 

the purser blandly, as if he had known Wentworth all 

his life. 

‘No, we don’t care where we sit; but my friend 

Mr. Kenyon and myself would like places together.’ 

‘Very good; you had better come to my table,’ 

replied the purser. ‘ Numbers 23 and 24—Mr. Kenyon 

and Mr. Wentworth.’ 

The steward took the cards that were given him, and 

placed them to correspond with the numbers the purser 

had named. Then the young woman moved gracefully 
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along, as if she were interested in the names upon the 

table. She looked at Wentworth’s name for a moment, 

and saw in the place next to his the name of Mr. Brown. 

She gave a quick, apprehensive glance around the 

saloon, and observed the two young men who had 

arranged for their seats at table now walking leisurely 

toward the companion-way. She took the card with 

the name of Mr. Brown upon it, and slipped upon the 

table another on which were written the words ‘ Miss 

Jennie Brewster.’ Mr. Brown’s card she placed on 

the spot from which she had taken her own. 

‘ I hope Mr. Brown is not particular which place 

he occupies,’ said Jennie to herself; ‘but at any rate 

I shall see that I am early for dinner, and I’m sure 

Mr. Brown, whoever he is, will not be so ungallant as 

to insist on having this place if he knows his card was 

here.’ 

Subsequent events proved her surmise regarding 

Mr. Brown’s indifference to be perfectly well founded. 

That young man searched for his card, found it, and 

sat down on the chair opposite the young woman, who 

already occupied her chair, and was, in fact, the first 

one at table. Seeing there would be no unseemly 

dispute about places, she began to plan in her own 

mind how she would first attract the attention of Mr. 

Wentworth. While thinking how best to approach 

her victim, Jennie heard his voice. 

‘ Here you are, Kenyon ; here are ourqalaces.’ 

* Which is mine ?’ said the voice of Kenyon. 

‘ It doesn’t matter,’ answered Wentworth, and then 

a thrill of fear went through the gentle heart of Miss 

Jennie Brewster. She had not thought of the young 

man not caring which seat he occupied, and she dreaded 
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the possibility of finding herself next to Kenyon rather 

than Wentworth. Her first estimate of the characters 

of the two men seemed to be correct. She always 

thought of Kenyon as Bunyan, and she felt certain 

that Wentworth would be the easier man of the two to 

influence. The next moment her fears were allayed, 

for Kenyon, giving a rapid glance at the handsome 

young woman, deliberately chose the seat farthest from 

her, and Wentworth, with ‘ I beg your pardon,’ slipped 

in and sat down on the chair beside her. 

‘Now,’ thought Jennie, with a sigh of relief, ‘our 

positions are fixed for the meals of the voyage.’ She 

had made her plans for beginning an acquaintance 

with the young man, but they were rendered unneces¬ 

sary by the polite Mr. Wentworth handing her the bill 

of fare. 

‘ Oh, thank you,’ said the girl, in a low voice, which 

was so musical that Wentworth glanced at her a second 

time and saw how sweet and pretty and innocent she 

was. 

‘ I’m in luck,’ said the unfortunate young man to 

himself. Then he remarked aloud: ‘ We have not 

many ladies with us this voyage.’ 

‘No,’ replied Miss Brewster; ‘I suppose nobody 

crosses at this time of the year unless compelled to.’ 

‘ I can answer for two passengers that such is the 

case.’ 

‘ Do you mean yourself as one ?’ 

‘ Yes, myself and my friend.’ 

‘ How pleasant it must be,’ said Miss Brewster, ‘ to 

travel with a friend ! Then one is not lonely. I, 

unfortunately, am travelling alone.’ 

‘ I fancy,’ said the gallant Wentworth, ‘that if you 
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are lonely while on board ship, it will be entirely your 

own fault.’ 

Miss Brewster laughed a silvery little laugh. 

* I don’t know about that,’ she said. * I am going to 

that Mecca of all Americans—Paris. My father is to 

meet me there, and we are then going on to the Riviera 

together.’ 

* Ah, that will be very pleasant,’ said Wentworth. 

‘ The Riviera at this season is certainly a place to be 

desired.’ 

‘So I have heard,’ she replied. 

‘ Have you not been across before ?’ 

‘ No, this is my first trip. I suppose you have 

crossed many times ?’ 

‘ Oh no,’ answered the Englishm-an ; ‘ this is only 

my second voyage, my first having been the one that 

took me to America.’ 

‘ Ah, then you are not an American,’ returned Miss 

Brewster, with apparent surprise. 

She imagined that a man is generally flattered when 

a mistake of this kind is made. No matter how proud 

he may be of his country, he is pleased to learn that 

there is no provincialism about him which, as the 

Americans say, ‘ gives him away.’ 

‘I think,’ said Wentworth, ‘as a general thing, I 

am not taken for anything but what I am—an English¬ 

man.’ 
‘ I have met so few Englishmen,’ said the guileless 

young woman, * that really I should not be expected to 

know.’ 
< 1 understand it is a common delusion among 

Americans that every Englishman drops his “h’s,” and 

is to be detected in that way.’ 
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Jennie laughed again, and George Wentworth thought 

it one of the prettiest laughs he had ever heard. 

Poor Kenyon was rather neglected by his friend 

during the dinner. He felt a little gloomy while the 

courses went on, and wished he had an evening paper. 

Meanwhile, Wentworth and the handsome girl beside 

him got on very well together. At the end of the dinner 

she seemed to have some difficulty in getting up from 

her chair, and Wentworth showed her how to turn 

it round, leaving her free to rise. She thanked him 

prettily. 

‘ I am going on deck,’ she said, turning to go ; ‘I 

am so anxious to get my first glimpse of the ocean at 

night from the deck of a steamer.’ 

‘ I hope you will let me accompany you,’ returned 

young Wentworth. * The decks are rather slippery, 

and even when the boat is not rolling it isn’t quite safe 

for a lady unused to the motion of a ship to walk alone 

in the dark.’ 

‘Oh, thank you very much,’ replied Miss Brewster, 

with effusion. ‘ It is kind of you, I am sure ; and if 

you promise not to let me rob you of the pleasure of 

your after-dinner cigar, I shall be most happy to have 

you accompany me. I will meet you at the top of the 

stairway in five minutes.’ 

‘ You are getting on,’ said Kenyon, as the young 
woman disappeared. 

4 What’s the use of being on board ship,’ said Went¬ 

worth, ‘ if you don’t take advantage of the opportunity 

for making shipboard acquaintances ? There is an un¬ 

conventionality about life on a steamer that is not 

without its charm, as perhaps you will find out before 
the voyage is over, John.’ 
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‘ You are merely trying to ease your conscience 

because of your heartless desertion of me.’ 

George Wentworth had waited at the top of the 

companion-way a little more than five minutes when 

Miss Brewster appeared, wrapped in a cloak edged 

with fur, which lent an additional charm to her com¬ 

plexion, set off as it was by a jaunty steamer cap. 

They stepped out on the deck, and found it not at all 

so dark as they had expected. Little globes of electric 

light were placed at regular intervals on the walls of 

the deck building. Overhead was stretched a sort of 

canvas roof, against which the sleety rain pattered. 

One of the sailors, with a rubber mop, was pushing 

into the gutter by the side of the ship the moisture 

from the deck. All around the boat the night was 

as black as ink, except here and there where the white 

curl of a wave showed luminous for a moment in the 

darkness. 
Miss Brewster insisted that Wentworth should light 

his cigar, which, after some persuasion, he did. Then 

he tucked her hand snugly under his arm, and she 

adjusted her step to suit his. They had the promenade 

all to themselves. The rainy winter night was not so 

inviting to most of the passengers as the comfortable 

rooms below. Kenyon, however, and one or two 

others came up, and sat on the steamer chairs that 

were tied to the brass rod which ran along the deck¬ 

house wall. He saw the glow of Wentworth’s cigar 

as the couple turned at the farther end of the walk, 

and when they passed him he heard a low murmur 

of conversation, and caught now and then a snatch 

of silvery laughter. It was not because Wentworth 

had deserted him that Kenyon felt so uncomfortable 
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and depressed. He could not tell just what it was, but 

there had settled on his mind a strange, uneasy fore¬ 

boding. After a time he went down into the saloon 

and tried to read, but could not, and so wandered 

along the seemingly endless narrow passage to his room 

(which was Wentworth’s as well), and, in nautical 

phrase, ‘ turned in.’ It was late when his companion 

came. 

‘ Asleep, Kenyon ?’ asked the latter. 

* No,’ was the answer. 

‘ By George ! John, she is one of the most charming 

girls I ever met. Wonderfully clever, too; makes a 
man feel like a fool beside her. She has read nearly 

everything. Has opinions on all our authors, a great 

many of whom I’ve never heard of. I wish, for your 

sake, John, she had a sister on board.’ 

‘ Thanks, old man; awfully good of you, I’m sure,’ 

said Kenyon. ‘ Don’t you think it’s about time to stop 

raving, get into your bunk, and turn out that con¬ 
founded light ?’ 

* All right, growler, I will.’ 

Meanwhile, in her own state-room, Miss Jennie 

Brewster was looking at her reflection in the glass. As 

she shook out her long hair until it rippled down her 

back, she smiled sweetly, and said to herself: 

‘ Poor Mr. Wentworth ! Only the first night out, and 

he told me his name was George/ 

CHAPTER III. 

The second day out was a pleasant surprise for all 
on board who had made up their minds to a disagree¬ 
able winter passage. The air was clear, the sky blue 
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as if it were spring-time, instead of midwinter. They 

were in the Gulf Stream. The sun shone brightly and 

the temperature was mild. Nevertheless, it was an 

uncomfortable day for those who were poor sailors. 

Although there did not seem, to the casual observer, 

to be much of a sea running, the ship rolled atro¬ 

ciously. Those who had made heroic resolutions 

on the subject were sitting in silent misery in their 

deck-chairs, which had been lashed to firm stanchions. 

Few were walking the clean bright deck, because 

walking that morning was a gymnastic feat. Three 

or four who evidently wished to show they had crossed 

before, and knew all about it, managed to make their 

way along the deck. Those recumbent in the steamer- 

chairs watched with lazy interest the pedestrians who 

now and then stood still, leaning apparently far out of 

the perpendicular, as the deck inclined downward. 

Sometimes the pedestrian’s feet slipped, and he shot 

swiftly down the incline. Such an incident was in¬ 

variably welcomed by those who sat. Even the 

invalids smiled wanly. 

Kenyon reclined in his deck-chair with his eyes 

fixed on the blue sky. His mind was at rest about 

the syndicate report now that it had been mailed to 

London. His thoughts wandered to his own affairs, 

and he wondered whether he would make money out 

of the option he had acquired at Ottawa. He was 

not an optimistic man, and he doubted. 

After their work for the London Syndicate was 

finished, the young men had done a little business on 

their own account. They visited together a mica- 

mine that was barely paying expenses, and which the 

proprietors were anxious to sell. The mine was owned 

2 
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by the Austrian Mining Company, whose agent, Von 

Brent, was interviewed by Kenyon in Ottawa. The 

young men obtained an option on this mine for three 

months from Von Brent. Kenyon’s educated eye had 

told him that the white mineral they were placing 

on the dump at the mouth of the mine was even 

more valuable than the mica for which they were 

mining. 

Kenyon was scrupulously honest—a quality somewhat 

at a discount in the mining business—and it seemed to 

him hardly the fair thing that he should take advantage 

of the ignorance of Von Brent regarding the mineral 

on the dump. Wentworth had some trouble in over¬ 

coming his friend’s scruples. He claimed that know¬ 

ledge always had to be paid for, in law, medicine, or 

mineralogy, and therefore that they were perfectly 

justified in profiting by their superior wisdom. So it 

came about that the young men took to England with 

them a three months’ option on the mine. 

Wentworth had been walking about all morning 

like a lost spirit apparently seeking what was not. ‘ It 

can’t be,’ he said to himself. No; the thought was 

too horrible, and he dismissed it from his mind, merely 

conjecturing that perhaps she was not an early riser, 

which was indeed the case. No one who works on a 

morning newspaper ever takes advantage of the lark’s 

example. 

‘Well, Kenyon,’ said Wentworth, ‘you look as if 

you were writing a poem, or doing something that 

required deep mental agony.’ 

‘ The writing of poems, my dear Wentworth, I leave 

to you. I am doing something infinitely more 

practical—something that you ought to be at. I am 
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thinking what we are to do with our mica-mine when 

we get it over to London.’ 

‘ Oh, “ sufficient for the day is the evil thereof,” ’ 

cried Wentworth jauntily; ‘besides, half an hour’s 

thinking by a solid-brained fellow like you is worth 

a whole voyage of my deepest meditation.’ 

‘ She hasn’t appeared yet ?’ said Kenyon. 

‘No, dear boy; no, she has not. You see, I make 

no pretence with you as other less ingenuous men 

might. No, she has not appeared, and she has not 

breakfasted.’ 

‘ Perhaps-’ began Kenyon. 

‘No, no!’ cried Wentworth; ‘I’ll have no “per¬ 

haps.” I thought of that, but I instantly dismissed 

the idea. She’s too good a sailor.’ 

‘ It requires a very good sailor to stand this sort of 

thing. It looks so unnecessary, too. I wonder what 

the ship is rolling about ?’ 

‘ I can’t tell, but she seems to be rolling about half 

over. I say, Kenyon, old fellow, I feel horrible pangs 

of conscience about deserting you in this way, and so 

early in the voyage. I didn’t do it last time, did I ?’ 

‘ You were a model travelling companion on the 

last voyage,’ returned Kenyon. 

‘ I don’t wish to make impertinent suggestions, my 

boy, but allow me to tell you that there are some other 

very nice girls on board.’ 

‘ You are not so bad as I feared, then,’ replied 

Kenyon, ‘ or you wouldn’t admit that. I thought you 

had eyes for no one but Miss—Miss—I really didn’t 

catch her name.’ 
‘ I don’t mind telling you confidentially, Kenyon, 

that her name is Jennie.’ 
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‘ Dear me !’ cried Kenyon, ‘ has it got so far as that ? 

Doesn’t it strike you, Wentworth, that you are some¬ 

what in a hurry ? It seems decidedly more American 

than English. Englishmen are apt to weigh matters 

a little more.’ 

‘ There is no necessity for weighing, my boy. I 

don’t see any harm in making the acquaintance of a 

pretty girl when you have a long voyage before you.’ 

‘Well, I wouldn’t let it grow too serious, if I were 

you.’ 
‘ There isn’t the slightest danger of seriousness 

about the affair. On shore the young lady wouldn’t 

cast a second look at me. She is the daughter of a 

millionaire. Her father is in Paris, and they are 

going on to the Riviera in a few weeks.’ 

‘ All the more reason,’ said Kenyon, ‘ that you 

shouldn’t let this go too far. Be on your guard, my 

boy. I’ve heard it said that American girls have the 

delightful little practice of leading a man on until it 

comes to a certain point, and then arching their pretty 

eyebrows, looking astonished, and forgetting all about 

him afterwards. You had better wait until we make 

our fortunes on this mica-mine, and then, perhaps, 

your fair millionairess may listen to you.’ 

‘John,’ cried Wentworth, ‘you are the most cold¬ 

blooded man I know of. I never noticed it so par¬ 

ticularly before, but it seems to me that years and 

years of acquaintance with minerals of all kinds, hard 

and flinty, transform a man. Be careful that you don’t 

become like the minerals you work among.’ 

‘Well, I don’t know anything that has less ten¬ 

dency to soften a man than long columns of figures. 

I think the figures you work at are quite as 
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demoralizing as the minerals I have spent my life 
with.’ 

‘ Perhaps you are right, but a girl would have to be 

thrown into your arms before you would admit that 

such a thing as a charming young lady existed.’ 

‘ If I make all the money I hope to make out of the 

mica-mine, I expect the young ladies will not be 

thrown into my arms, but at my head. Money goes 

a long way toward reconciling a girl to marriage.’ 

‘ It certainly goes a long way toward reconciling 

her mother to the marriage. I don’t believe,’ said 

Wentworth slowly, ‘that my—that Miss Brewster 

ever thinks about money.’ 

‘ She probably doesn’t need to, but no doubt there 

is someone who does the thinking for her. If her 

father is a millionaire, and has, like many Ameri¬ 

cans, made his own money, you may depend upon it 

he will do the thinking for her ; and if Miss Brewster 

should prove to be thoughtless in the matter, the 

old gentleman will very speedily bring you both 

to your senses. It would be different if you had a 

title.’ 

‘ I haven’t any,’ replied Wentworth, ‘ except the title 

George Wentworth, accountant, with an address in 

the City and rooms in the suburbs.’ 

‘Precisely; if you were Lord George Wentworth, 

or even Sir George, or Baron Wentworth of some¬ 

thing or other, you might have a chance; as it is, the 

title of accountant would not go far with an American 

millionaire, or his daughter either.’ 

‘You are a cold, calculating wretch.’ 

‘ Nothing of the sort. I merely have my senses 

about me, and you haven’t at this particular moment. 
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You wouldn’t think of trusting a book-keeper's figures 

without seeing his vouchers. Well, my boy, you 

haven’t the vouchers—at least, not yet, so that is why 

I ask you to give your attention to what we are going 

to do with our mine; and if you take my advice you 

will not think seriously about American millionaires 

or their daughters.' 

George Wentworth jumped to his feet, the ship gave 

a lurch at that particular moment, and he no sooner 

found his feet than he nearly lost them again; how¬ 

ever, he was an expert at balancing himself as well as 

his accounts, and though for the moment his atten¬ 

tion was occupied in keeping his equilibrium, he looked 

down on his companion, still placidly reclining in his 

chair, with a smile on his face. 

‘ Kenyon,’ he said, ‘ I am going to look for another 
girl.’ 

‘ Is one not enough for you ?’ 

‘ No, I want two—one for myself, and one for you. 

No man can sympathize with another unless he is in 

the same position himself. John, I want sympathy, 
and I’m not getting it.’ 

‘ What you need more urgently,’ said Kenyon 

calmly, ‘ is common-sense, and that I am trying to 
supply.’ 

‘You are doing your duty in that direction; but a 

man doesn’t live by common-sense alone. There 

comes a time when common-sense is a drug in the 

market. I don’t say it has come to me yet, but I’m 

resolved to get you into a more sympathetic mood, so 

I am going to find a suitable young lady for you.’ 

‘ More probably you are going to look for your own,’ 

answered Kenyon, as his friend walked off, and, dis- 
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appearing round the corner, crossed to the other side 

of the ship. 

Kenyon did not turn again to his figures when his 

companion left him. He mused over the curiously 

rapid turn of circumstances. He hoped Wentworth 

would not take it too seriously, for he felt that, some¬ 

how or other, Miss Brewster was just the sort of girl 

to throw him over after she had whiled away a tedious 

voyage. Of course he could not say this to his friend, 

who evidently admired Miss Brewster, but he had 

said as much as he could to put Wentworth on his 

guard. 

‘Now,’said Kenyon to himself, ‘if she had been a girl 

like that, I wouldn’t have minded.’ The girl ‘like that’ 

was a young woman who for half an hour had been walk¬ 

ing the deck alone with marvellous skill. She was not 

so handsome as the American girl, but she had a better 

complexion, and there was a colour in her cheek which 

seemed to suggest England. Her dress was not quite 

so smart nor so well-fitting as that of the American 

girl; but, nevertheless, she was warmly and sensibly 

clad, and a brown Tam o’ Shanter covered her fair 

head. The tips of her hands were in the pockets of 

her short blue-cloth jacket; and she walked the deck 

with a firm, reliant tread that aroused the admiration 

of John Kenyon. ‘ If she were only a girl like that,’’ he 

repeated to himself, ‘ I wouldn’t mind. There’s some¬ 

thing fresh and genuine about her. She makes me 

think of the breezy English downs.’ 

As she walked back and forward, one or two young 

men seemingly made an attempt to become acquainted 

with her, but it was evident to Kenyon that the young 

woman had made it plain to them, politely enough, 
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that she preferred walking alone, and they raised their 

sea-caps and left her. 

£ She doesn’t pick up the first man who comes,’ he 

mused. 

The ship was beginning to roll more and more, and 

yet the day was beautiful and the sea seemingly calm. 

Most of the promenaders had left the deck. Two or 

three of them had maintained their equilibrium with a 

gratifying success which engendered the pride that goeth 

before a fall, but the moment came at last when their feet 

slipped and they had found themselves thrown against 

the bulwark of the steamer. Then they had laughed a 

little in a crestfallen manner, picked themselves up, and 

promenaded the deck no more. Many of those who 

were lying in the steamer-chairs gave up the struggle and 

went down to their cabins. There was a momentary 

excitement as one chair broke from its fastenings and 

slid down with a crash against the bulwarks. The 

occupant was picked up in a hysterical condition and 

taken below. The deck steward tied the chair more 

firmly, so that the accident would not happen again. 

The young English girl was opposite John Kenyon 

when this disaster took place, and her attention being 

diverted by fear for the safety of the occupant of the 

sliding chair, her care for herself was withdrawn at 

the very moment when it was most needed. The suc¬ 

ceeding lurch which the ship gave to the other side 

was the most tremendous of the day. The deck rose 

until the girl leaning outward could almost touch it 

with her hand, then, in spite of herself, she slipped 

with the rapidity of lightning against the chair John 

Kenyon occupied, and that tripping her up, flung her 

upon him with an unexpectedness that would have 
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taken his breath away if the sudden landing of a 

plump young woman upon him had not accomplished 

the same thing. The fragile deck-chair gave way with 

a crash, and it would be hard to say which was the 

more discomfited by the sudden catastrophe, John 

Kenyon or the girl. 

‘ I hope you are not hurt,’ he managed to stammer. 

‘ Don’t think about me !’ she cried. ‘ I have broken 

your chair, and—and——’ 

‘The chair doesn’t matter,’ cried Kenyon. ‘ It was 

a flimsy structure at best. I am not hurt, if that is 

what you mean—and you mustn’t mind it.’ 

Then there came to his recollection the sentence of 

George Wentworth: ‘A girl will have to be thrown 

into your arms before you will admit that such a thing 

as a charming young woman exists.’ 

CHAPTER IV. 

Edith Longworth could hardly be said to be a 

typical representative of the English girl. She had 

the English girl’s education, but not her training. 

She had lost her mother in early life, which makes a 

great difference in a girl’s bringing up, however wealthy 

her father may be; and Edith’s father was wealthy, 

there was no doubt of that. If you asked any City 

man about the standing of John Longworth, you 

would learn that the ‘ house ’ was well thought of. 

People said he was lucky, but old John Longworth 

asserted that there was no such thing as luck in busi¬ 

ness— in which statement he was very likely incor¬ 

rect. He had large investments in almost every 
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quarter of the globe. When he went into any enter¬ 

prise, he went into it thoroughly. Men talk about 

the inadvisability of putting all one’s eggs into one 

basket, but John Longworth was a believer in doing 

that very thing—and in watching the basket. Not 

that he had all his eggs in one basket, or even in 

one kind of basket; but when John Longworth was 

satisfied with the particular variety of basket pre¬ 

sented to him, he put a large number of eggs in it. 

When anything was offered for investment—whether 

it was a mine or a brewery or a railway—John Long- 

worth took an expert’s opinion upon it, and then the 

chances were that he would disregard the advice 

given. He was in the habit of going personally to see 

what had been offered to him. If the enterprise were 

big enough, he thought little of taking a voyage to the 

other end of the world for the sole purpose of looking 

the investment over. It was true that in many cases 

he knew nothing whatever of the business he went to 

examine, but that did not matter; he liked to have a 

personal inspection where a large amount of his money 

was to be placed. Investment seemed to be a sort of 

intuition with him. Often, when the experts’ opinions 

were unanimously in favour of the project, and when 

everything appeared to be perfectly safe, Longworth 

would pay a personal visit to the business offered for 

sale, and come to a sudden conclusion not to have 

anything to do with it. He would give no reasons to 

his colleagues for his change of front; he simply 

refused to entertain the proposal any further, and 

withdrew. Several instances of this kind had occurred. 

Sometimes a large and profitable business, held out 

in the prospectus to be exceedingly desirable, had come 
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to nothing, and when the company was wound up, 

people remembered what Longworth had said about 

it. So there came to be a certain superstitious feel¬ 

ing among those who knew him, that, if old Mr. Long- 

worth was in a thing, the thing was safe, and if a 

company promoter managed to get his name on the 

prospectus, his project was almost certain to succeed. 

When Edith Longworth was pronounced finished so 

far as education was concerned, she became more and 

more the companion of her father, and he often 

jokingly referred to her as his man of business. She 

went with him on his long journeys, and so had been 

several times to America, once to the Cape, and one 

long voyage, with Australia as the objective point, had 

taken her completely round the world. She inherited 

much of her father’s shrewdness, and there is no doubt 

that, if Edith Longworth had been cast upon her own 

resources, she would have become an excellent woman 

of business. She knew exactly the extent of her 

father’s investments, and she was his confidante in a 

way that few women are with their male relatives. 

The old man had a great faith in Edith’s opinion, 

although he rarely acknowledged it. Having been 

together so much on such long trips, they naturally 

became, in a way, boon companions. Thus, Edith’s 

education was very unlike that of the ordinary English 

girl, and this particular training caused her to develop 

into a different kind of woman than she might have 

been had her mother lived. 

Perfect confidence existed between father and 

daughter, and only lately had there come a shadow 

upon their relations, about which neither ever spoke 
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to the other since their first conversation on the 

subject. 

Edith had said, with perhaps more than her usual 

outspokenness, that she had no thought whatever of 

marriage, and least of all had her thoughts turned 

toward the man her father seemed to have chosen. 

In answer to this, her father had said nothing, but Edith 

knew him too well to believe that he had changed his 

mind about the matter. The fact that he had invited 

her cousin to join them on this particular journey 

showed her that he evidently believed all that was 

necessary was to throw them more together than had 

been the case previously; and, although Edith was 

silent, she thought her father had not the same shrewd¬ 

ness in these matters that he showed in the purchasing 

of a growing business. Edith had been perfectly civil 

to the young man—as she would have been to anyone 

—but he saw that she preferred her own company to 

his; and so, much to the disgust of Mr. Longworth, 

he spent most of his time at cards in the smoking- 

room, whereas, according to the elder gentleman’s 

opinion, he should have been promenading the deck 

with his cousin. 

William Longworth, the cousin, was inclined to be 

a trifle put out, for he looked upon himself as quite an 

eligible person, one whom any girl in her senses would 

be glad to look forward to as a possible husband. He 

made no pretence of being madly in love with Edith, 

but he thought the marriage would be an admirable 

thing all round. She was a nice girl, he said to himself, 

and his uncle’s money was well worth thinking about. 

In fact, he was becoming desirous that the marriage 

should take place ; but, as there was no one upon whom 
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he could look as a rival, he had the field to himself. He 

would therefore show Miss Edith that he was by no 

means entirely dependent for his happiness upon her 

company; and this he proceeded to do by spending his 

time in the smoking-room, and playing cards with his 

fellow-passengers. It was quite evident to anyone who 

saw Edith, that, if this suited him, it certainly suited 

her; so they rarely met on shipboard except at table, 

where Edith’s place was between her father and her 

cousin. Miss Longworth and her cousin had had one 

brief conversation on the subject of marriage. He 

spoke of it rather jauntily, as being quite a good 

arrangement, but she said very shortly that she had no 

desire to change her name. 

‘You don’t need to,’ said Cousin William; ‘my name 

is Longworth, and so is yours/ 

‘ It is not a subject for a joke,’ she answered. 

* I am not joking, my dear Edith. I am merely tell¬ 

ing you what everybody knows to be true. You surely 

don’t deny that my name is Longworth ?’ 

‘ I don’t mean to deny or affirm anything in relation 

to the matter,’ replied the young woman, ‘and you 

will oblige me very much if you will never recur to 

this subject again.’ 

And so the young man betook himself once more to 

the smoking-room. 

On this trip Edith had seen a good deal of American 

society. People over there had made it very pleasant 

for her, and, although the weather was somewhat 

trying, she had greatly enjoyed the sleigh-rides and 

the different festivities which winter brings to the 

citizen of Northern America. Her father and her 

cousin had gone to America to see numerous breweries 
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that were situated in different parts of the country, 

and which it was proposed to combine into one large 

company. They had made a Western city their head¬ 

quarters, and while Edith was enjoying herself with 

her newly-found friends, the two men had visited the 

breweries in different sections of the country—all, how¬ 

ever, near the city where Edith was staying. The 

breweries seemed to be in a very prosperous condition, 

although the young man declared the beer they brewed 

was the vilest he had ever tasted, and he said he 

wouldn’t like to have anything to do with the produc¬ 

tion of it, even if it did turn in money. His uncle 

had not tried the beer, but confined himself solely to 

the good old bottled English ale, which had increased 

in price, if not in excellence, by its transportation. 

But there was something about the combination that 

did not please him ; and, from the few words he dropped 

on the subject, his nephew saw that Longworth was 

not going to be a member of the big Beer Syndicate. 

The intention had been to take a trip to Canada, and 

Edith had some hopes of seeing the city of Montreal 

in its winter dress ; but that visit had been abandoned, 

as so much time had been consumed in the Western 

States. So they began their homeward voyage, with 

the elder Longworth sitting a good deal in his deck¬ 

chair, and young Longworth spending much of his 

time in the smoking-room, while Edith walked the 

deck alone. And this was the lady whom Fate threw 

into the arms of John Kenyon. 
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CHAPTER V. 

Steamer friendships ripen quickly. It is true that, 

as a general thing, they perish with equal suddenness. 

The moment a man sets his foot on solid land the 

glamour of the sea seems to leave him, and the friend 

to whom he was ready to swear eternal fealty while 

treading the deck, is speedily forgotten on shore. 

Edith Longworth gave no thought to the subject of 

the innocent nature of steamer friendships when she 

reviewed in her own mind her pleasant walk along 

the deck with Kenyon. She had met many interesting 

people during her numerous voyages, but they had all 

proved to be steamer acquaintances, whose names she 

had now considerable difficulty in remembering. Per¬ 

haps she would not have given a second thought to 

Mr. Kenyon that night if it had not been for some ill- 

considered remarks her cousin saw fit to make at the 

dinner-table. 

‘Who was that fellow you were walking with to¬ 

day ?’ young Longworth asked. 

Edith smiled upon him pleasantly, and answered : 

‘ Mr. Kenyon you mean, I suppose ?’ 

* Oh, you know his name, do you ?’ he answered 

gruffly. 
« Certainly,’ she replied ; * I would not walk with a 

gentleman whose name I did not know.’ 

‘ Really ?’ sneered her cousin. £ And pray were you 

introduced to him ?’ 
‘ I do not think,’ answered Edith quietly, ‘ any per¬ 

son has a right to ask me that question except my 

father. He has not asked it, and, as you have, I 
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will merely answer that I was introduced to Mr. 

Kenyon.’ 

£ I did not know you had any mutual acquaintance 

on board who could make you known to each other.’ 

‘ Well, the ceremony was a little informal. We 

were introduced by our mutual friend, old Father 

Neptune. Father Neptune, being, as you know, a little 

boisterous this morning, took the liberty of flinging me 

upon Mr. Kenyon. I weigh something more than a 

feather, and the result was—although Mr. Kenyon was 

good enough to say he was uninjured—that the chair 

on which he sat had not the same consideration for my 

feelings, and it went down with a crash. I thought 

Mr. Kenyon should take my chair in exchange for the 

one I had the misfortune to break, but Mr. Kenyon 

thought otherwise. He said he was a mining engineer, 

and that he could not claim to be a very good one if 

he found any difficulty in mending a deck-chair. It 

seems he succeeded in doing so, and that is the whole 

history of my introduction to, and my intercourse with, 

Mr. Kenyon, Mining Engineer.’ 

‘ Most interesting and romantic,’ replied the young 

man; ‘ and do you think that your father approves of 

your picking up indiscriminate acquaintances in this 
way ?’ 

Edith, flushing a little at this, said : 

e I would not willingly do what my father dis¬ 

approved of;’ then in a lower voice she added: 

‘ except, perhaps, one thing.’ 

Her father, who had caught snatches of the conversa¬ 

tion, now leaned across towards his nephew, and said 
warningly : 

e I think Edith is quite capable of judging for herself. 
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This is my seventh voyage with her, and I have always 

found such to be the case. This happens to be your 

first, and so, were I you, I would not pursue the subject 

further.’ 

The young man was silent, and Edith gave her 

father a grateful glance. Thus it was that, while she 

might not have given a thought to Kenyon, the remarks 

which her cousin had made, brought to her mind, when 

she was alone, the two young men, and the contrast 

between them was not at all to the advantage of her 

cousin. 

The scrubbing-brushes on the deck above him woke 

Kenyon early next morning. For a few moments after 

getting on deck he thought he had the ship to himself. 

One side of the deck was clean and wet; on the other 

side the men were slowly moving the scrubbing-brushes 

backward and forward, with a drowsy swish-swish. 

As he walked up the deck, he saw there was one 

passenger who had been earlier than himself. 

Edith Longworth turned round as she heard his step, 

and her face brightened into a smile when she saw who 

it was. 
Kenyon gravely raised his steamer cap and bade her 

‘ Good-morning.’ 

‘ You are an early riser, Mr. Kenyon.’ 

‘Not so early as you are, I see.’ 

‘ I think I am an exceptional passenger in that way,’ 

replied the girl. ‘ I always enjoy the early morning at 

sea. I like to get as far forward on the steamer as 

possible, so that there is nothing between me and the 

boundless anywhere. Then it seems as if the world 

belongs to myself, with nobody else in it.’ 

‘ Isn’t that a rather selfish view ?’ put in Kenyon. 

3 
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* Oh, I don’t think so. There is certainly nothing 

selfish in my enjoyment of it; but, you know, there are 

times when one wishes to be alone, and to forget 

everybody.’ 

‘ I hope I have not stumbled upon one of those 

times.’ 

‘ Oh, not at all, Mr. Kenyon,’ replied his com¬ 

panion, laughing. * There was nothing personal in the 

remark. If I wished to be alone, I would have no 

hesitation in walking off. I am not given to hinting; I 

speak plainly—some of my friends think a little too 

plainfy. Have you ever been on the Pacific Ocean ?’ 

‘ Never.’ 

* Ah, there the mornings are delicious. It is very 

beautiful here now, but in summer on the Pacific some 

of the mornings are so calm and peaceful and fresh, 

that it would seem as if the world had been newly 

made.’ 

‘You have travelled a great deal, Miss Longworth. 

I envy you.’ 

‘ I often think I am a person to be envied, but there 

may come a shipwreck one day, and then I shall not be 

in so enviable a position.’ 

‘ I sincerely hope you may never have such an 

experience.’ 

‘ Have you ever been shipwrecked, Mr. Ken¬ 

yon ?’ 

‘ Oh no ; my travelling experiences are very limited. 

But to read of a shipwreck is bad enough.’ 

‘ We have had a most delightful voyage so far. 

Quite like summer. One can scarcely believe that 

we left America in the depth of winter, with snow 

everywhere and the thermometer ever so far below 
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zero. Have you mended your deck-chair yet, suffi¬ 

ciently well to trust yourself upon it again ?’ 

‘ Oh !’ said Kenyon, with a laugh, * you really must 

not make fun of my amateur carpentering like that. 

As I told you, I am a mining engineer, and if I cannot 

mend a deck-chair, what would you expect me to do 

with a mine ?’ 

‘ Have you had much to do with mines ?’ asked the 

young woman. 

‘ I am just beginning,’ replied Kenyon; * this, in fact, 

is one of my first commissions. I have been sent with 

my friend Wentworth to examine certain mines on the 

Ottawa River.’ 

‘The Ottawa River!’ cried Edith. ‘Are you one 

of those who were sent out by the London Syndi¬ 

cate ?’ 

‘Yes,’ answered Kenyon with astonishment. ‘ What 

do you know about it ?’ 

‘ Oh, I know everything about it. Everything, 

except what the mining expert’s report is to be, and 

that information, I suppose, you have ; so, between the 

two of us, we know a great deal about the fortunes of 

the London Syndicate.’ 

‘ Really ! I am astonished to meet a young lady who 

knows anything about the matter. I understood it 

was rather a secret combination up to the present/ 

‘ Ah ! but, you see, I am one of the syndicate.’ 

‘ You!’ 
‘ Certainly,’ answered Edith Longworth, laughing. 

‘ At least, my father is, and that is the same thing, or 

almost the same thing. We intended to go to Canada 

ourselves, and I was very much disappointed at not 

going. I understand that the sleighing, and the snow- 
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shoeing, and the tobogganing are something wonder¬ 

ful.’ 
‘ I saw very little of the social side of life in the 

district, my whole time being employed at the mines ; 

but even in the mining village where we stayed, they 

had a snowshoe club, and a very good toboggan slide 

—so good, in fact, that, having gone down once, I 

never ventured to risk my life on it again.’ 

‘ If my father knew you were on board, he would be 

anxious to meet you. Doubtless you know the London 

Syndicate will be a very large company.’ 

‘ Yes, I am aware of that.’ 

* And you know that a great deal is going to depend 

upon your report ?’ 

‘ I suppose that is so, and I hope the syndicate will 

find my report at least an honest and thorough one.’ 

‘ Is the colleague who was with you also on board ?’ 

‘ Yes, he is here.’ 

‘ He, then, was the accountant who was sent out ?’ 

‘ Yes, and he is a man who does his business very 

thoroughly, and I think the syndicate will be satisfied 

with his work.’ 

‘ And do you not think they will be satisfied with 

yours also ? I am sure you did your work conscien¬ 
tiously.’ 

Kenyon almost blushed as the young woman made 

this remark, but she looked intently at him, and he saw 

that her thoughts were not on him, but on the large 

interests he represented. 

‘ Were you favourably impressed with the Ottawa as 
a mining region ?’ she asked. 

‘ Very much so,’ he answered, and, anxious to turn 

the conversation away from his own report, he said : 
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‘ I was so much impressed with it that I secured the 
option of a mine there for myself.’ 

‘ Oh ! do you intend to buy one of the mines there ?’ 
Kenyon laughed. 

‘ No, I am no capitalist seeking investment for my 

money, but I saw that the mine contained possibilities 

of producing a great deal of money for those who 

possess it. It is very much more valuable, in my 

opinion, than the owners themselves suspect; so I 

secured an option upon it for three months, and hope 

when I reach England to form a company to take 
it up.’ 

‘Well, I am sure,’ said the young lady, ‘if you are 

confident that the mine is a good one, you could see no 

one who would help you more in that way than my 

father. He has been looking at a brewery business he 

thought of investing in, but which he has concluded to 

have nothing to do with, so he will be anxious to find 

something reliable in its place. How much would 

be required for the purchase of the mine you men¬ 

tion ?’ 

‘ I was thinking of asking fifty thousand pounds for it,’ 

said Kenyon, flushing, as he thought of his own temerity 

in more than doubling the price of the mine. 

Wentworth and he had estimated the probable 

value of the mine, and had concluded that even sell¬ 

ing it at that price — which would give them thirty 

thousand pounds to divide between them—they were 

selling a mine that was really worth very much more, 

and would soon pay tremendous dividends on the fifty 

thousand pounds. He expected the young woman 

to be impressed by the amount, and was, therefore, 

very much surprised when she said : 
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‘ Fifty thousand pounds ! Is that all? Then I am 

afraid my father would have nothing to do with it. 

He only deals with large businesses, and a company 

with a capitalization of fifty thousand pounds I am sure 

he would not look at.’ 

‘ You talk of fifty thousand pounds,’ said Kenyon, * as 

if it were a mere trifle. To me it seems an immense 

fortune. I only wish I had it, or half of it.’ 

* You are not rich, then ?’ said the girl, with ap¬ 

parent interest. 

‘ No,’ replied the young man. * Far otherwise.’ 

At that moment the elder Mr. Longworth appeared 

in the door of the companion-way, and looked up and 

down the deck. 

‘ Oh, here you are,’ he said, as his daughter sprang 

from her chair. 

‘Father,’ she cried, ‘let me introduce to you Mr. 

Kenyon, who is the mining expert sent out by our syndi¬ 

cate to look at the Ottawa mines.’ 

‘ I am pleased to meet you,’ said the elder gentle¬ 

man. 

The capitalist sat down beside the mining engineer, 

and began, somewhat to Kenyon’s embarrassment, to 

talk of the London Syndicate. 

CHAPTER VI. 

A few mornings later Wentworth worked his way, with 

much balancing and grasping of stanchions, along the 

deck, for the ship rolled fearfully, but the person he 

sought was nowhere visible. He thought he would go 

into the smoking-room, but changed his mind at the 
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door, and turned down the companion-way to the main 

saloon. The tables had been cleared of the breakfast 

belongings, but on one of the small tables a white cloth 

had been laid, and at this spot of purity in the general 

desert of red plush sat Miss Brewster, who was com¬ 

placently ordering what she wanted from a steward, 

who did not seem at all pleased in serving one who had 

disregarded the breakfast-hour, to the disarrangement 

of all saloon rules. The chief steward stood by a door 

and looked disapprovingly at the tardy guest. It was 

almost time to lay the tables for lunch, and the young 

woman was as calmly ordering her breakfast as if she 

had been the first person at table. 

She looked up brightly at Wentworth, and smiled as 

he approached her. 

‘ I suppose,’ she began, ‘ I’m dreadfully late, and the 

steward looks as if he would like to scold me. How 

awfully the ship is rolling ! Is there a storm ?’ 

‘No. She seems to be doing this sort of thing for 

amusement. Wants to make it interesting for the 

unfortunate passengers who are not good sailors, I 

suppose. She’s doing it, too. There’s scarcely anyone 

on deck.’ 
‘ Dear me ! I thought we were having a dreadful 

storm. Is it raining ?’ 

‘No. It’s a beautiful sunshiny day; without much 

wind either, in spite of all this row.’ 

‘ I suppose you have had your breakfast long ago ?’ 

‘ So long since that I am beginning to look forward 

with pleasant anticipation to lunch.’ 

‘ Oh dear! I had no idea I was so late as that. 

Perhaps you had better scold me. Somebody ought to 

do it, and the steward seems a little afraid.’ 
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‘ You over-estimate my courage. I am a little afraid, 

too.’ 
‘ Then you do think I deserve it ?’ 

1 I didn’t say that, nor do I think it. I confess, 

however, that up to this moment I felt just a trifle 

lonely.’ 
‘Just a trifle! Well, that is flattery. How nicely 

you English do turn a compliment! Just a trifle!’ 

‘ I believe, as a race, we do not venture much into 

compliment-making at all. We leave that for the polite 

foreigner. He would say what I tried to say a great 

deal better than I did, of course, but he would not 

mean half so much.’ 

* Oh, that’s very nice, Mr. Wentworth. No foreigner 

could have put it nearly so well. Now, what about 

going on deck ?’ 

‘ Anywhere, if you let me accompany you.’ 

‘ I shall be most delighted to have you. I won’t say 

merely a trifle delighted.’ 

‘ Ah ! Haven’t you forgiven that remark yet ?’ 

* There’s nothing to forgive, and it is quite too 

delicious to forget. I shall never forget it.’ 

‘ I believe that you are very cruel at heart, Miss 

Brewster.’ 

The young woman gave him a curious side-look, but 

did not answer. She gathered the wraps she had taken 

from her cabin, and, handing them to him before he 

had thought of offering to take them, she led the way 

to the deck. He found their chairs side by side, and 

admired the intelligence of the deck-steward, who 

seemed to understand which chairs to place together. 

Miss Jennie sank gracefully into her own, and allowed 

him to adjust the wraps around her. 
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‘ There/ she said, * that’s very nicely done; as well 

as the deck-steward himself could do it, and I am sure 

it is impossible to pay you a more graceful compliment 

than that. So few men know how to arrange one 

comfortably in a steamer chair.’ 

‘ You speak as though you had vast experience in 

steamer life, and yet you told me this was your first 

voyage.’ 

‘ It is. But it doesn’t take a woman more than a 

day to see that the average man attends to such little 

niceties very clumsily. Now just tuck in the corner 

out of sight. There ! Thank you, ever so much. And 

would you be kind enough to- Yes, that’s better. 

And this other wrap so. Oh, that is perfect. What 

a patient man you are, Mr. Wentworth !’ 

‘Yes, Miss Brewster. You are a foreigner. I can 

see that now. Your professed compliment was hollow. 

You said I did it perfectly, and then immediately 

directed me how to do it.’ 

‘Nothing of the kind. You did it well, and I think 

you ought not to grudge me the pleasure of adding my 

own little improvements.’ 

‘Oh, if you put it in that way, I will not. Now, 

before I sit down, tell me what book I can get that will 

interest you. The library contains a very good assort¬ 

ment.’ 

‘ I don’t think I care about reading. Sit down and 

talk. I suppose I am too indolent to-day. I thought, 

when I came on board, that I would do a lot of reading, 

but I believe the sea-air makes one lazy. I must con¬ 

fess I feel entirely indifferent to mental improvement.’ 

‘You evidently do not think my conversation will be 

at all worth listening to.’ 



42 A WOMAN INTERVENES 

‘ How quick you are to pervert my meaning! Don’t 

you see that I think your conversation better worth 

listening to than the most interesting or improving 

book you can choose from the library? Really, in 

trying to avoid giving you cause for making such a 

remark, I have apparently stumbled into a worse error. 

I was just going to say I would like your conversation 

much better than a book, when I thought you would 

take that as a reflection on your reading. If you take 

me up so sharply I will sit here and say nothing. Now 

then, talk !’ 

‘ What shall I say ?’ 

‘ Oh, if I told you what to say I should be doing the 

talking. Tell me about yourself. What do you do in 

London ?’ 

‘ I work hard. I am an accountant.’ 

‘ And what is an accountant ? What does he do ? 

Keep accounts ?’ 

* Some of them do; I do not. I see, rather, that 

accounts which other people keep have been correctly 

kept.’ 

‘ Aren’t they always correctly kept ? I thought that 

was what book-keepers were hired for.’ 

‘ If books were always correctly kept there would 

be little for us to do; but it happens, unfortunately 

for some, but fortunately for us, that people occasion¬ 

ally do not keep their accounts accurately.’ 

‘ And can you always find that out if you examine 

the books ?’ 

‘ Always.’ 

‘ Can’t a man make up his accounts so that no one 

can tell there is anything wrong ?’ 

‘ The belief that such a thing can be done has placed 
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many a poor wretch in prison. It has been tried often 
enough.’ 

‘ I am sure they can do it in the States. I have 

read of it being done and continued for years. Men 

have made off with great sums of money by falsifying 

the books, and no one found it out until the one who 
did it died or ran away.’ 

‘ Nevertheless, if an expert accountant had been 

called in, he would have found out very soon that 

something was wrong, and just where the wrong was, 

and how much.’ 

‘ I didn’t think such cleverness possible. Have you 

ever discovered anything like that ?’ 

‘ I have.’ 

‘ What is done when such a thing is discovered ?’ 

‘That depends upon circumstances. Usually a 
policeman is called in.’ 

‘ Why, it’s like being a detective. I wish you would 

tell me about some of the cases you have had. Don’t 

make me ask so many questions. Talk.’ 

‘ I don’t think my experiences would interest you in 

the least. There was one case with which I had 

something to do in London, two years ago, that-’ 

‘ Oh, London! I don’t believe the book-keepers 

there are half so sharp as ours. If you had to deal 

with American accountants, you would not find out so 

easily what they had or had not done.’ 

‘ Well, Miss Brewster, I may say I have just had 

an experience of that kind with some of your very 

sharpest American book-keepers. I found that the 

books had been kept in the most ingenious way with 

the intent to deceive. The system had been going on 

for years.3 
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‘ How interesting! And did you call in a police¬ 

man ?’ 

‘No. This was one of the cases where a policeman 

was not necessary. The books were kept with the 

object of showing that the profits of the m—of the 

business—had been much greater than they really were. 

I may say that one of your American accountants had 

already looked over the books, and, whether through 

ignorance or carelessness, or from a worse motive, he 

reported them all right. They were not all right, 

and the fact that they were not, will mean the loss 

of a fortune to some people on your side of the 

water, and the saving of good money to others on my 

side.’ 

‘ Then I think your profession must be a very im¬ 

portant one.’ 

‘ We think so, Miss Brewster. I would like to be 

paid a percentage on the money saved because of my 

report.’ 

‘ And won’t you ?’ 

* Unfortunately, no.’ 

‘ I think that is too bad. I suppose the discrepancy 

must have been small, or the American accountant 

would not have overlooked it ?’ 

‘ I didn’t say he overlooked it. Still, the size of 

a discrepancy does not make any difference. A 

small error is as easily found as a large one. This 

one was large. I suppose there is no harm in my 

saying that the books, taking them together, showed 

a profit of forty thousand pounds, when they should 

have shown a loss of nearly half that amount. I hope 

nobody overhears me.’ 

‘No; we are quite alone, and you may be sure I 



A WOMAN INTERVENES 45 

will not breathe a word of what you have been telling 

me.’ 

‘ Don’t breathe it to Kenyon, at least. He would 

think me insane if he knew what I have said.’ 

* Is Mr. Kenyon an accountant, too?’ 

‘ Oh no. He is a mineralogist. He can go into a 

mine, and tell with reasonable certainty whether it 

will pay the working or not. Of course, as he says 

himself, any man can see six feet into the earth as well 

as he can. But it is not every man that can gauge 

the value of a working mine so well as John Kenyon.’ 

‘ Then, while you were delving among the figures, 

your companion was delving among the minerals?’ 

‘ Precisely.’ 

‘ And did he make any such startling discovery as 

you did ?’ 

‘No; rather the other way. He finds the mines 

very good properties, and he thinks that if they were 

managed intelligently they would be good paying in¬ 

vestments—that is, at a proper price, you know—not 

at what the owners ask for them at present. But you 

can have no possible interest in these dry details.’ 

‘ Indeed, you are mistaken. I think what you have 

told me intensely interesting.’ 

For once in her life Miss Jennie Brewster told the 

exact truth. The unfortunate man at her side was 

flattered. 
‘For what I have told you,’ he said, ‘we were 

offered twice what the London people pay us for 

coming out here. In fact, even more than that: we 

were asked to name our own price.’ 

‘ Really now! By the owners of the property, I 

suppose, if you wouldn’t tell on them ?’ 
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‘ No. By one of your famous New York newspaper 

men. He even went so far as to steal the papers that 

Kenyon had in Ottawa. He was cleverly caught, 

though, before he could make any use of what he had 

stolen. In fact, unless his people in New York had 

the figures wb\ch were originally placed before the 

London Board, I doubt if my statistics would have 

been of much use to him even if he had been allowed 

to keep them. The full significance of my report will 

not show until the figures I have given are compared 

with those already in the hands of the London people, 

which were vouched for as correct by your clever 

American accountant.’ 

‘You shouldn’t run down an accountant just because 

he is American. Perhaps there will come a day, 

Mr. Wentworth, when you will admit that there are 

Americans who are more clever than either that 

accountant or that newspaper man. I don’t think 

your specimens are typical.’ 

‘ I don’t “ run down,” as you call it, the men because 

they are Americans. I “ run down ” the accountant 

because he was either ignorant or corrupt. I “ run 

down ” the newspaper man because he was a thief.’ 

Miss Brewster was silent for a few moments. She 

was impressing on her memory what he had said to 

her, and was anxious to get away, so that she could 

write out in her cabin exactly what had been told her. 

The sound of the lunch-gong gave her the excuse 

she needed, so, bidding her victim a pleasant and 

friendly farewell, she hurried from the deck to her 

state-room. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

One morning, when Kenyon went to his state-room 
on hearing the breakfast-gong, he found the lazy occu¬ 
pant of the upper berth still in his bunk. 

‘ Come, Wentworth,’ he shouted, ‘ this won’t do, 

you know. Get up ! get up! breakfast, my boy! 

breakfast!—the most important meal in the day to a 

healthy man.’ 

Wentworth yawned and stretched his arms over his 

head. 

‘ What’s the row ?’ he asked. 

* The row is, it’s time to get up. The second gong 

has sounded.’ 

‘ Dear me ! is it so late ? I didn’t hear it.’ Went¬ 

worth sat up in his bunk, and looked ruefully over the 

precipice down the chasm to the floor. ‘ Have you 

been up long?’ he asked. 

‘ Long ? I have been on deck an hour and a half,’ 

answered Kenyon. 

‘ Then, Miss What’s-her-Name must have been there 

also.’ 
‘ Her name is Miss Longworth,’ replied Kenyon, 

without looking at his comrade. 

* That’s her name, is it ? and she was on deck ?’ 

* She was.’ 

‘I thought so,’ said Wentworth; ‘just look at the 

divine influence of woman! Miss Longworth rises 

early, therefore John Kenyon rises early. Miss Brew¬ 

ster rises late, therefore George Wentworth is not seen 

until breakfast-time. If the conditions were reversed, 

I suppose the getting-up time of the two men would 

be changed accordingly.’ 
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‘Not at all, George—not at all. I would rise early 

whether anybody else on board did or not. In fact, 

when I got on deck this morning, I expected to have it 

to myself.’ 

‘ I take it, though, that you were not grievously dis¬ 

appointed when you found you hadn’t a monopoly ?’ 

‘ Well, to tell the truth, I was not; Miss Longworth 

is a charmingly sensible girl.’ 

‘Oh, they all are,’ said Wentworth lightly. ‘You 

had no sympathy for me the other day. Now you 

know how it is yourself, as they say across the water.’ 

‘ I don’t know how it is myself. The fact is, we 

were talking business.’ 

‘ Really ? Did you get so far ?’ 

‘ Yes, we got so far, if that is any distance. I told 

her about the mica-mine.’ 

‘ Oh, you did! What did she say ? Will she in¬ 

vest ?’ 

* Well, when I told her we expected to form a 

company for fifty thousand pounds, she said it was 

such a small sum, she doubted if we could get anybody 

interested in it in London.’ 

Wentworth, who was now well advanced with his 

dressing, gave a long whistle. 

‘ Fifty thousand pounds a small sum ? Why, John, 

she must be very wealthy ! Probably more so than 

the American millionairess.’ 

‘ Well, George, you see, the difference between the 

two young ladies is this : that while American heiresses 

are apt to boast of their immense wealth, English 

women say nothing about it.’ 

‘ If you mean Miss Brewster when you speak in that 

way, you are entirely mistaken. She has never alluded 



A WOMAN INTERVENES 49 

to her wealth at all, with the exception of saying that 

her father was a millionaire. So if the young woman 

you speak of has been talking of her wealth at all, she 

has done more than the American girl.’ 

* She said nothing to indicate she was wealthy. I 

merely conjectured it when I discovered she looked 

upon fifty thousand pounds as a triviality.’ 

‘ Well, the fault is easily remedied. We may raise 

the price of the mine to one hundred thousand pounds 

if we can get people to invest. Perhaps the young 

lady’s father might care to go in for it at that figure.’ 

‘ Oh, by the way, Wentworth,’ said Kenyon, * I for¬ 

got to tell you, Miss Longworth’s father is one of 

the London Syndicate.’ 

‘By Jove! are you sure of that? How do you 

know ? .You weren’t talking of our mission out there, 

were you ?’ 

* Certainly not,’ replied Kenyon, flushing. ‘ You 

don’t think I would speak of that to a stranger, do 

you ? nor of anything concerned with our reports.’ 

Wentworth proceeded with his dressing, a guilty 

feeling rising in his heart. 

‘ I want to ask you a question about that/ 

‘ About what ?’ said Wentworth shortly. 

* About those mines. Miss Longworth’s father 

being a member of the London Syndicate, suppose 

he asks what our views in relation to the matter are: 

would we be justified in telling him anything?’ 

‘ He won’t ask me, as I don’t know him; he may 

ask you, and if he does, then you will have to decide 

the question for yourself.’ 
‘ Would you say anything about it if you were in my 

place ?’ 

4 
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* Oh, I don’t know. If we were certain it was all 

right—if you are sure he is a member of the syndicate, 

and he happens to ask you about it, I scarcely see how 

you can avoid telling him.’ 

‘ It would be embarrassing; so I hope he won’t ask 

me. We should not speak of it until we give in our 

reports. He knows, however, that you are the ac¬ 

countant who has that part of the business in charge.’ 

‘ Oh, then you have been talking with him ?’ 

‘Just a moment or two, after his daughter intro¬ 

duced me.’ 

‘ What did you say his name was ?’ 

‘John Longworth, I believe. I am sure about the 

Longworth, but not about the John.’ 

* Oh, old John Longworth in the City ! Certainly; 

I know all about him. I never saw him before, but I 

think we are quite safe in telling him anything he 

wants to know, if he asks.’ 

‘ Breakfast, gentlemen,’ said the steward, putting his 
head in at the door. 

After breakfast Edith Longworth and her cousin 

walked the deck together. Young Longworth, 

although in better humour than he had been the night 

before, was still rather short in his replies, and irri¬ 
tating in his questions. 

‘Aren’t you tired of this eternal parade up and 

down ?’ he asked his cousin. ‘ It seems to me like a 

treadmill—as if a person had to work for his board and 
lodging.’ 

‘ Let us sit down then,’ she replied ; ‘ although I 

think a walk before lunch or dinner increases the 

attractiveness of those meals wonderfully.’ 

‘ I never feel the need of working up an appetite,’ he 
answered pettishly. 
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‘Well, as I said before, let us sit down;’ and the 

girl, having found her chair, lifted the rug that lay 

upon it, and took her place. 

The young man, after standing for a moment look¬ 

ing at her through his glistening monocle, finally sat 

down beside her. 

‘ The beastly nuisance of living on board ship,’ he 

said, ‘ is that you can’t play billiards.’ 

‘ I am sure you play enough at cards to satisfy you 

during the few days we are at sea,’ she answered. 

‘ Oh, cards ! I soon tire of them.’ 

‘ You tire very quickly of everything.’ 

‘ I certainly get tired of lounging about the deck,, 

either walking or sitting.’ 

‘ Then, pray don’t let me keep you.’ 

‘ You want me to go so you may walk with your 

newly-found friend, that miner fellow?’ 

‘ That miner fellow is talking with my father just 

now. Still, if you would like to know, I have no hesita¬ 

tion in telling you I would much prefer his company 

to yours if you continue in your present mood.’ 

‘Yes, or in any mood.’ 

‘ I did not say that; but if it will comfort you to have 

me say it, I shall be glad to oblige you.’ 

‘ Perhaps, then, I should go and talk with your father, 

and let the miner fellow come here and talk with you.’ 

‘ Please do not call him the miner fellow. His name 

is Mr. Kenyon. It is not difficult to remember.’ 

‘ I know his name well enough. Shall I send him to 

you ?’ 
‘ No. I want to talk with you in spite of your dis¬ 

agreeableness. And what is more, I want to talk with 

you about Mr. Kenyon. So I wish you to assume your 

very best behaviour. It may be for your benefit.’ 
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The young man indulged in a sarcastic laugh. 

‘ Oh, if you are going to do that, I have nothing more 

to say,’ remarked Edith quietly, rising from her chair. 

‘ I meant no harm. Sit down and go on with your 

talk.’ 

‘ Listen, then. Mr. Kenyon has the option of a mine 

in Canada, which he believes to be a good property. 

He intends to form a company when he reaches 

London. Now, why shouldn’t you make friends with 

him, and, if you found the property is as good as he 

thinks it is, help him to form the company, and so 

make some money for both of you ?’ 

‘You are saying one word for me and two for 

Kenyon.’ 

‘ No, it would be as much for your benefit as for his, 

so it is a word for each of you.’ 

‘ You are very much interested in him.’ 

‘ My dear cousin, I am very much interested in the 

mine, and I am very much interested in you. Mr. 

Kenyon can speak of nothing but the mine, and I am 

sure my father would be pleased to see you take an 

interest in something of the sort. I mean, you know, 

that if you would do something of your own accord— 

something that was not suggested to you by him—he 

would like it.’ 

‘ Well, it is suggested to me by you, and that’s almost 
the same thing.’ 

‘No, it is not the same thing at all. Father would 

indeed be glad if he saw you take up anything on your 

own account and make a success of it. Why can you 

not spend some of your time talking with Mr. Kenyon, 

discussing arrangements, so that when you return to 

London you might be prepared to put the mine on the 

market and bring out the company ?’ 
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* If I thought you were talking to me for my own 

sake, I would do what you suggest; but I believe 

you are speaking only because you are interested in 

Kenyon.* 

‘Nonsense! How can you be so absurd? I have 

known Mr. Kenyon but for a few hours—a day or two 

at most.’ 

The young man pulled his moustache for a moment, 

adjusted his eyeglass, and then said : 

‘Very good. I will speak to Kenyon on the subject 

if you wish it, but I don’t say that I can help him.’ 

‘ I don’t ask you to help him. I ask you to help 

yourself. Here is Mr. Kenyon. Let me introduce 

you, and then you can talk over the project at your 

leisure.5 
‘ I don’t suppose an introduction is necessary,’ 

growled the young man ; but as Kenyon approached 

them, Edith Longworth said : 

‘ We are a board of directors, Mr. Kenyon, on the 

great mica-mine. Will you join the Board now, or 

after allotment ?’ Then, before he could reply, she 

said: ‘ Mr. Kenyon, this is my cousin, Mr. William 

Longworth.’ 
Longworth, without rising from his chair, shook 

hands in rather a surly fashion. 
‘ I am going to speak to my father,’ said the girl, 

‘ and will leave you to talk over the mica-mine.’ 

When she had gone, young Longworth asked 

Kenyon : 
‘ Where is the mine my cousin speaks of?’ 

‘ It is near the Ottawa River, in Canada, was the 

answer. 
‘ And what do you expect to sell it for ? 

‘ Fifty thousand pounds.’ 
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£ Fifty thousand pounds ! That will leave nothing to 

divide up among- By the way, how many are there 

in this thing—yourself alone ?’ 

‘ No ; my friend Wentworth shares with me/ 

‘ Share and share alike ?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘ Of course, you think this mine is worth the money 

you ask for it—there is no swindle about it, is there ?’ 

Kenyon drew himself up sharply as this remark was 

made. Then he answered coldly : 

‘ If there was any swindle about it, I should have 

nothing to do with it/ 

‘Well, you see, I didn’t know; mining swindles are 

not such rarities as you may imagine. If the mine is 

so valuable, why are the proprietors anxious to sell ?’ 

‘ The owners are in Austria, and the mine in Canada, 

and so it is rather at arm’s-length, as it were. They 

are mining for mica, but the mine is more valuable in 

other respects than it is as a mica property. They 

have placed a figure on the mine which is more than it 

has cost them so far.’ 

‘ You know its value in those other respects ?’ 

‘ I do.’ 

‘ Does anyone know this except yourself?’ 

‘ I think not—no one but my friend Wentworth.’ 

‘ How did you come to learn its value ?’ 

‘ By visiting the mine. Wentworth and I went 

together to see it.’ 

‘ Oh, is Wentworth also a mining expert?’ 

‘ No; he is an accountant in London.’ 

‘ Both of you were sent out by the London Syndicate, 

I understand, to look after their mines, or the mines 

they thought of purchasing, were you not V 

* We were.’ 
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‘And you spent your time in looking up other pro¬ 

perties for yourselves, did you ?’ 

Kenyon reddened at this question. 

* My dear sir,’ he said, ‘ if you are going to talk in 

this strain, you will have to excuse me. We were sent 

by the London Syndicate to do a certain thing. We did 

it, and did it thoroughly. After it was done the time 

was our own, as much as it is at the present moment. 

We were not hired by the day, but took a stated sum 

for doing a certain piece of work. I may go further 

and say that the time was our own at any period of 

our visit, so long as we fulfilled what the London 

Syndicate required of us.’ 

‘ Oh, I meant no offence,’ said Longworth. ‘ You 

merely seemed to be posing as a sort of goody-goody 

young man when I spoke of mining swindles, so I only 

wished to startle you. How much have you to pay for 

the mine—that is, the mica-mine ?’ 

Kenyon hesitated for a moment. 

* I do not feel at liberty to mention the sum until I 

have consulted with my friend Wentworth.’ 

* Well, you see, if I am to help you in this matter, I 

shall need to know every particular.’ 

‘ Certainly. I shall have to consult Wentworth as to 

whether we require any help or not.’ 

‘ Oh, you will speedily find that you require all the 

help you can get in London. You will probably learn 

that a hundred such mines are for sale now, and the 

chances are you will find that this very mica-mine has 

been offered. What do you believe the mine is really 

worth ?’ 
‘ I think it is worth anywhere from one hundred 

thousand pounds to two hundred thousand pounds 

perhaps more.’ 
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* Is it actually worth one hundred thousand pounds V 

‘ According to my estimate, it is.’ 

‘ Is it worth one hundred and fifty thousand pounds ?’ 

‘ It is.’ 

* Is it worth two hundred thousand pounds ?’ 

‘ I think so.’ 

‘ What percentage would it pay on two hundred 

thousand pounds ?’ 

‘ It might pay ten per cent., perhaps more.’ 

‘ Why, in the name of all that is wonderful, don’t 

you put the price at two hundred thousand pounds ? 

If it will pay ten per cent, and more on that amount 

of money, then that sum is what you ought to sell it 

for. Now we will investigate this matter, if you like, 

and if you wish to take me in with you, and put the 

price up to two hundred thousand pounds, I will see 

what can be done about it when we get to London. 

Of course, it will mean somebody going out to Canada 

again to report on the mine. Your report would 

naturally not be taken in such a case ; you are too 

vitally interested.’ 

‘ Of course,’ replied Kenyon, ‘ I shouldn’t expect my 

report to have any weight.’ 

* Well, somebody would have to be sent out to 

report on the mine. Are you certain that it will stand 

thorough investigation ?’ 

‘ I am convinced of it.’ 

‘ Would you be willing to make this proposition to the 

investors, that, if the expert did not support your state¬ 

ment, you would pay his expenses out there and back ?’ 

* I would be willing to do that,’ said Kenyon, ‘ if I 

had the money; but I haven’t the money.’ 

‘ Then, how do you expect to float the mine on the 

London market ? It cannot be done without money/ 
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‘ I thought I might be able to interest some 
capitalist.’ 

‘1 am much afraid, Mr. Kenyon, that you have 

vague ideas of how companies are formed. Perhaps 

your friend Wentworth, being an accountant, may 
know more about it.’ 

‘ Yes, I confess I am relying mainly on his assist¬ 
ance.’ 

‘Well, will you agree to put the price of the mine 

at two hundred thousand pounds, and share what we 

make equally between the three of us ?’ 

‘ It is a large price.’ 

‘ It is not a large price if the mine will pay good 

dividends upon it; if it will pay eight per cent, on 

that amount, it is the real price of the mine, while you 

say that you are certain it will pay ten per cent.’ 

‘ I say I think it will pay that percentage. One 

never can speak with entire certainty where a mine is 

concerned.’ 

‘ Are you willing to put the price of the mine at that 

figure ? Otherwise, I will have nothing to do with it.’ 

‘ As I said, I shall have to consult my friend about 

it, but that can be done in a very short time, and I 

will answer you in the afternoon.’ 

‘ Good; there is no particular hurry. Have a talk 

over it with him, and while I do not promise anything, 

I think the scheme looks feasible, if the property is 

good. Remember, I know nothing at all about that, 

but if you agree to take me in, I shall have to know 

full particulars of what you are going to pay for the 

property, and what its peculiar value is.’ 

‘ Certainly. If we agree to take a partner, we will 

give that partner our full confidence.’ 

‘Well, there is nothing more to say until you have 
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had a consultation with your friend. Good-morning, 

Mr. Kenyonand with that Longworth arose and 

lounged off to the smoking-room. 

Kenyon waited where he was for some time, hoping 

Wentworth would come along, but the young man 

did not appear. At last he went in search of him. 

He passed along the deck, but found no trace of his 

friend, and looked for a moment into the smoking-room, 

but Wentworth was not there. He went downstairs 

to the saloon, but his search below was equally fruit¬ 

less. Coming up on deck again, he saw Miss Brewster 

sitting alone reading a paper-covered novel. 

‘ Have you seen my friend Wentworth ?’ he asked. 

She laid the book open-faced upon her lap, and 

looked quickly up at Kenyon before answering. 

‘ I saw him not so very long ago, but I don’t know 

where he is now. Perhaps you will find him in his 

state-room; in fact, I think it more than likely that 

he is there.’ 

With that, Miss Brewster resumed her book. 

Kenyon descended to the state-room, opened the 

door, and saw his comrade sitting upon the plush- 

covered sofa, with his head in his hands. At the open¬ 

ing of the door, Wentworth started and looked for a 

moment at his friend, apparently not seeing him. His 

face was so gray and ghastly that Kenyon leaned 

against the door for support as he saw it. 

* My God, George!’ he cried, ‘ what is the matter 

with you ? What has happened ? Tell me !’ 

Wentworth gazed in front of him with glassy eyes 

for a moment, but did not answer. Then his head 

dropped again in his hands, and he groaned aloud. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

There was one man on board the Caloric to whom 

Wentworth had taken an extreme dislike. His name 

was Fleming, and he claimed to be a, New York poli¬ 

tician. As none of his friends or enemies asserted 

anything worse about him, it may be assumed that 

Fleming had designated his occupation correctly. If 

Wentworth were asked what he most disliked about 

the man, he would probably have said his offensive 

familiarity. Fleming seemed to think himself a genial 

good fellow, and he was immensely popular with a 

certain class in the smoking-room. He was lavishly 

free with his invitations to drink, and always had a 

case of good cigars in his pocket, which he bestowed 

with great liberality. He had the habit of slapping a 

man boisterously on the back, and saying, ‘ Well, old 

fellow, how are you? How’s things?’ He usually 

confided to his listeners that he was a self-made man : 

had landed at New York without a cent in his pocket, 

and look at him now ! 
Wentworth was icy towards this man ; but frigidity 

had no effect whatever on the exuberant spirits of the 

New York politician. 
‘ Well, old man!’ cried Fleming to Wentworth, as he 

came up to the latter and linked arms affectionately. 

* What lovely weather we are having for winter time!’ 

‘ It is good,’ said Wentworth. 
‘ Good ? It’s glorious ! Who would have thought, 

when leaving New York in a snowstorm as we did, 

that we would run right into the heart of spring ? I 

hope you are enjoying your voyage ?’ 
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‘ I am.’ 

‘You ought to. By the way, why are you so awful 

stand-offish ? Is it natural, or merely put on “ for 

this occasion only” ?’ 

‘ I do not know what you mean by “ stand-offish.” ’ 

‘You know very well what I mean. Why do you 

pretend to be so stiff and formal with a fellow ?’ 

‘ I am never stiff and formal with anyone unless I do 

not desire his acquaintance.’ 

Fleming laughed loudly. 

‘ I suppose that’s a personal hint. Well, it seems 

to me, if this exclusiveness is genuine, that you would 

be more afraid of newspaper notoriety than of anything 

else.’ 

‘ Why do you say that?’ 

‘Because I can’t, for the life of me, see why you spend 

so much time with Dolly Dimple. I am sure I don’t 

know why she is here; but I do know this : that you 

will be served up to the extent of two or three columns 

in the Sunday Argus as sure as you live.’ 

‘ I don’t understand you.’ 

‘You don’t? Why, it’s plain enough. You spend 

all your time with her.’ 

‘ I do not even know of whom you are speaking.’ 

‘ Oh, come now, that’s too rich! Is it possible 

you don’t know that Miss Jennie Brewster is the one 

who writes those Sunday articles over the signature of 

“ Dolly Dimple ” ?’ 

A strange fear fell upon Wentworth as his com¬ 

panion mentioned the Argus. He remembered it as 

J. K. Rivers’ paper; but when Fleming said Miss 

Brewster was a correspondent of the Argus, he was 

aghast. 
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‘ I—I—I don’t think I quite catch your meaning,’ he 

stammered. 

‘Well, my meaning’s easy enough to see. Hasn’t 

she ever told you ? Then it shows she wants to do 

you up on toast. You’re not an English politician, are 

you ? You haven’t any political secrets that Dolly 

wants to get at, have you ? Why, she is the greatest 

girl there is in the whole United States fofi finding out 

just what a man doesn’t want to have known. You 

know the Secretary of State’ —and here Fleming 

went on to relate a wonderfully brilliant feat of 

Dolly’s ; but the person to whom he was talking had 

neither eyes nor ears. He heard nothing and he saw 

nothing. 

‘ Dear me !’ said Fleming, drawing himself up and 

slapping the other on the back, ‘ you look perfectly 

dumfounded. I suppose I oughtn’t to have given 

Dolly away like this; but she has pretended all along 

that she didn’t know me, and so I’ve got even with her. 

You take my advice, and anything you don’t want to 

see in print, don’t tell Miss Brewster, that’s all. Have 

a cigar ?’ 

‘ No, thank you,’ replied the other mechanically. 

‘ Better come in and have a drink.’ 

‘ No, thank you.’ 

‘Well, so long. Fll see you later.’ 

‘ It can’t be true—it can’t be true!’ Wentworth 

repeated to himself in deep consternation, but still an 

inward misgiving warned him that, after all, it might 

be true. With his hands clasped behind him he 

walked up and down, trying to collect himself—trying 

to remember what he had told and what he had 

not. As he walked along, heeding nobody, a sweet 
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voice from one of the chairs thrilled him, and he 

paused. 

* Why, Mr. Wentworth, what is the matter with you 

this morning ? You look as if you had seen a ghost/ 

Wentworth glanced at the young woman seated in 

the chair, who was gazing up brightly at him. 

‘ Well,’ he said at last, ‘ I am not sure but I have 

seen a ghost. May I sit down beside you ?’ 

‘ May you ? Why, of course you may. I shall be 

delighted to have you. Is there anything wrong ?’ 

‘I don’t know. Yes, I think there is.’ 

‘Well, tell it to me; perhaps I can help you. A 

woman’s wit, you know. What is the trouble ?’ 

‘ May I ask you a few questions, Miss Brewster ?’ 

* Certainly. A thousand of them, if you like, and I 

will answer them all if I can.’ 

‘Thank you. Will you tell me, Miss Brewster, if 

you are connected with any newspaper ?’ 

Miss Brewster laughed her merry, silvery little 

laugh. 

‘ Who told you ? Ah ! I see how it is. It was that 

creature Fleming. I’ll get even with him for this some 

day. I know what office he is after, and the next time 

he wants a good notice from the Argus he’ll get it; see 

if he don’t. I know some things about him that he 

would just as soon not see in print. Why, what a fool 

the man is ! I suppose he told you out of revenge 

because I wouldn’t speak to him the other evening. 

Never mind ; I can afford to wait.’ 

‘ Then—then, Miss Brewster, it is true ?’ 

‘ Certainly it is true; is there anything wrong about 

it ? I hope you don’t think it is disreputable to belong 

to a good newspaper ?’ 
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‘ To a good newspaper, no ; to a bad newspaper, 

yes.’ 

‘ Oh, I don’t think the Argus is a bad newspaper. It 

pays me well.’ 

‘ Then it is to the Argus that you belong: ?’ 

‘ Certainly.’ 

‘ May I ask, Miss Brewster, if there is anything I 

have spoken about to you that you intend to use in 

your paper ?’ 

Again Miss Brewster laughed. 

‘ I will be perfectly frank with you. I never tell a lie 

—it doesn’t pay. Yes. The reason I am here is 

because you are here. I am here to find out what your 

report on those mines will be, also what the report of 

your friend will be. I have found out.’ 

‘ And do you intend to use the information you have 

thus obtained—if I may say it—under false pretences ?’ 

‘ My dear sir, you are forgetting yourself. You must 

remember that you are talking to a lady.’ 

‘A lady !’ cried Wentworth in his anguish. 

‘ Yes, sir, a lady; and you must be careful how you 

talk to this lady. There was no false pretence about it, 

if you remember. What you told me was in conversa¬ 

tion ; I didn’t ask you for it. I didn’t even make the 

first advances towards your acquaintance.’ 

‘ But you must admit, Miss Brewster, that it is very 

unfair to get a man to engage in what he thinks is a 

private conversation, and then to publish what he has 

said.’ 

‘ My dear sir, if that were the case, how would we 

get anything for publication that people didn’t want to 

be known ? Why, I remember once, when the Secretary 

of State-’ 
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‘Yes,’ interrupted Wentworth wearily; ‘Fleming 

told me that story.’ 

‘ Oh, did he ? Well, I’m sure I’m much obliged to 

him. Then I need not repeat it.’ 

‘ Do you mean to say that you intend to send to 

the Argus for publication what I have told you in 

confidence ?’ 

‘ Certainly. As I said before, that is what I am 

here for. Besides, there was no “ in confidence ” 

about it/ 

‘ And yet you pretend to be a truthful, honest, 

honourable woman V 

‘ I don’t pretend it; I am.’ 

‘ How much truth, then, is there in your story that 

you are a millionaire’s daughter about to visit your 

father in Paris, and accompany him from there to the 

Riviera ?’ 

Miss Brewster laughed brightly. 

‘ Oh, I don’t call fibs, which a person has to tell in 

the way of business, untruths.’ 

‘ Then probably you do not think your estimable 

colleague, Mr. J. K. Rivers, behaved dishonourably in 

Ottawa V 

‘ Well, hardly. I think Rivers was not justified in 

what he did because he was unsuccessful, that is all. 

I’ll bet a dollar if I had got hold of those papers they 

would have gone through to New York; but, then, 

J. K. Rivers is only a stupid man, and most men are 

stupid’—with a sly glance at Wentworth. 

‘ I am willing to admit that, Miss Brewster, if you 

mean me. There never was a more stupid man than I 

have been.’ 

‘ My dear Mr. Wentworth, it will do you ever so much 
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good if you come to a realization of that fact. The 

truth is, you take yourself much too seriously. Now, it 

won’t hurt you a bit to have what I am going to send 

published in the Argus, and it will help me a great deal. 

Just you wait here for a few moments.’ 

With that she flung her book upon his lap, sprang 

up, and vanished down the companion-way. In a very 

short time she reappeared with some sheets of paper in 

her hand. 

‘ Now you see how fair and honest I am going 

to be. I am going to read you what I have written. 

If there is anything in it that is not true, I will very 

gladly cut it out; and if there is anything more to 

be added, I shall be very glad to add it. Isn’t that 

fair ?’ 

Wentworth was so confounded with the woman’s 

impudence that he could make no reply. 

She began to read : ‘ “ By an unexampled stroke of 

enterprise the New York Argus is enabled this morning 

to lay before its readers a full and exclusive account 

of the report made by the two English specialists, Mr. 

George Wentworth and Mr. John Kenyon, who were 

sent over by the London Syndicate to examine into 

the accounts, and inquire into the true value of the 

mines of the Ottawa River.” ’ 

She looked up from the paper, and said, with an air 

of friendly confidence : 

‘I shouldn’t send that if I thought the people at the 

New York end would know enough to write it them¬ 

selves ; but as the paper is edited by dull men, and 

not by a sharp woman, I have to make them pay 

twenty-five cents a word for puffing their own enter¬ 

prise. Well, to go on : “ When it is remembered that 

5 
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the action of the London Syndicate will depend entirely 

on the report of these two gentlemen-” ’ 

‘I wouldn’t put it that way,’ interrupted Wentworth 

in his despair. ‘ I would use the word “ largely ” for 

“ entirely.” ’ 

‘ Oh, thank you,’ said Miss Brewster cordially. She 

placed the manuscript on her knee, and, with her 

pencil, marked out the word * entirely,’ substituting 

‘ largely.’ The reading went on : ‘ “ When it is re¬ 

membered that the action of the London Syndicate 

will depend largely on the report of these two gentle¬ 

men, the enterprise of the Argus in getting this ex¬ 

clusive information, which will be immediately cabled 

to London, may be imagined.” * That is the preliminary, 

you see; and, as I said, it wouldn’t be necessary to 

cable it if women were at the head of affairs over there, 

which they are not. “ Mr. John Kenyon, the mining 

expert, has visited all the mineral ranges along the 

Ottawa River, and his report is that the mines are 

very much what is claimed for them ; but he thinks 

they are not worked properly, although, with judicious 

management and more careful mining, the properties 

can be made *to pay good dividends. Mr. George 

Wentworth, who is one of the leading accountants of 
London-5 ” 

‘ I wouldn’t say that, either,’ groaned George. ‘Just 

strike out the words “one of the leading accountants 
of London.” ’ 

‘Yes?’ said Miss Brewster; ‘ and what shall I put 
in the place of them ?’ 

* Put in place of them “ the stupidest ass in 
London ”! ’ 

Miss Brewster laughed at that. 
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‘ No; I shall put in what I first wrote : “ Mr. George 

Wentworth, one of the leading accountants of London, 

has gone through the books of the different mines. He 

has made some startling discoveries. The accounts 

have been kept in such a way as to completely delude 

investors, and this fact will have a powerful effect on 

the minds of the London Syndicate. The books of 

the different mines show a profit of about two hundred 

thousand dollars, whereas the actual facts of the case 

are that there has been an annual loss of something 

like one hundred thousand dollars-” ’ 

‘ What’s that ? what’s that ?’ cried Wentworth 
sharply. 

‘ Dollars, you know. You said twenty thousand 

pounds. We put it in dollars, don’t you see ?’ 

‘ Oh,’ said Wentworth, relapsing again. 

‘ “ One hundred thousand dollars ”—where was I ? 

Oh yes. “ It is claimed that an American expert went 

over these books before Mr. Wentworth, and that he 

asserted they were all right. An explanation from this 

gentleman will now be in order.” ’ 

‘ There !’ cried the young lady, ‘ that is the substance 

of the thing. Of course, I may amplify a little more 

before we get to Queenstown, so as to make them pay 

more money. People don’t value a thing that doesn’t 

cost them dearly. How do you like it ? Is it cor¬ 

rect ?’ 

‘ Perfectly correct,’ answered the miserable young 

man. 

* Oh, I am so glad you like it! I do love to have 

things right.’ 

‘ I didn’t say I liked it.’ 

‘No, of course, you couldn’t be expected to say 
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that; but I am glad you think it is accurate. I will 

add a note to the effect that you think it is a good 

resume of your report.’ 

‘ For Heaven’s sake, don’t drag me into the matter !’ 

cried Wentworth. 

‘ Well, I won’t, if you don’t want me to.’ 

There was silence for a few moments, during which 

the young woman seemed to be adding commas and 

full-stops to the MS. on her knee. Wentworth cleared 

his throat two or three times, but his lips were so dry 

that he could hardly speak. At last he said : 

* Miss Brewster, how can I induce you not to send 

that from Queenstown to your paper ?’ 

The young woman looked up at him with a pleasant 

bright smile. 

‘ Induce me ? Why, you couldn’t do it—it couldn’t 

be done. This will be one of the greatest triumphs I 

have ever achieved. Think of Rivers failing in it, and 

me accomplishing it!’ 

‘ Yes ; I have thought of that,’ replied the young 

man despondently. ‘Now, perhaps you don’t know 

that the full report was mailed from Ottawa to our 

house in London, and the moment we get to Queens¬ 

town I will telegraph my partners to put the report in 

the hands of the directors ?’ 

‘ Oh, I know all about that,’ replied Miss Brewster ; 

‘ Rivers told me. He read the letter that was enclosed 

with the documents he took from your friend. Now, 

have you made any calculations about this voyage ?’ 

‘ Calculations ? I don’t know what you mean.’ 

‘Well, I mean just this: We shall probably reach 

Queenstown on Saturday afternoon. This report, 

making allowance for the difference in the time, will 
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appear in the Argus on Sunday morning. Your tele¬ 

gram will reach your house or your firm on Saturday 

night, when nothing can be done with it. Sunday 

nothing can be done. Monday morning, before your 

report will reach the directors, the substance of what 

has appeared in the Argus will be in the financial 

papers, cabled over to London on Sunday night. The 

first thing your directors will see of it will be in the 

London financial papers on Monday morning. That’s 

what I mean, Mr. Wentworth, by calculating the 

voyage.’ 

Wentworth said no more. He staggered to his feet 

and made his way as best he could to the state-room, 

groping like a blind man. There he sat down with 

his head in his hands, and there his friend Kenyon 

found him. 

CHAPTER IX. 

‘Tell me what has happened,’ demanded John Kenyon. 

Wentworth looked up at him. 

‘ Everything has happened,’ he answered. 

‘ What do you mean, George ? Are you ill ? What 

is the matter with you ?’ 

‘ I am worse than ill, John—a great deal worse than 

ill. I wish I were ill.’ 
‘That wouldn’t help things, whatever is wrong. 

Come, wake up. Tell me what the trouble is.’ 

‘John, I am a fool—an ass—a gibbering idiot.'’ 

‘ Admitting that, what then ?’ 

‘ I trusted a woman—imbecile that I am ; and now 

—now—I’m what you see me.’ 
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‘ Has—has Miss Brewster anything to do with it ?’ 

asked Kenyon suspiciously. 

‘ She has everything to do with it.’ 

‘ Has she—rejected you, George ?’ 

‘ What! that girl ? Oh, you’re the idiot now. Do 

you think I would ask her?' 

‘ I cannot be blamed for jumping at conclusions. 

You must remember “ that girl,” as you call her, has 

had most of your company during this voyage; and 

most of your good words when you were not with her. 

What is the matter ? What has she to do with your 

trouble ?’ 

Wentworth paced up and down the narrow limits of 

the state-room as if he were caged. He smote his 

hand against his thigh, while Kenyon looked at him in 

wonder. 

‘ I don’t know how I can tell you, John,’ he said. ‘I 

must, of course ; but I don’t know how I can.’ 

* Come on deck with me.’ 

‘ Never.’ 

‘ Come out, I say, into the fresh air. It is stuffy 

here, and, besides, there is more danger of being over¬ 

heard in the state-room than on deck. Come along, 

old fellow.’ 

He caught his companion by the arm, and partly 

dragged him out of the room, closing the door behind 
him. 

‘ Pull yourself together,’ he said. ‘ A little fresh air 

will do you good.’ 

They made their way to the deck, and, linking arms, 

walked up and down. For a long time Wentworth 

said nothing, and Kenyon had the tact to hold his 

peace. Suddenly Wentworth noticed that they were 
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pacing back and forth in front of Miss Brewster, so 

he drew his friend away to another part of the ship. 

After a few turns up and down, he said : 

‘ You remember Rivers, of course.’ 

‘ Distinctly.’ 

‘ He was employed on that vile sheet, the New York 

Argus.’ 

‘ I suppose it is a vile sheet. I don’t remember ever 

seeing it. Yes, I know he was connected with that 

paper. What then ? What has Miss Brewster to do 

with Rivers ?’ 

‘ She is one of the Argus staff, too.’ 

‘ George Wentworth, you don’t mean to tell me 

that!’ 

‘ I do.’ 

‘And is she here to find out about the mine ?’ 

‘ Exactly. She was put on the job after Rivers had 

failed.’ 
‘George 1’ said Kenyon, suddenly dropping his com 

panion’s arm and facing him. ‘ What have you told 

her?’ 
‘ There is the misery of it. I have told her every¬ 

thing.’ 

‘ My dear fellow, how could you be-* 

‘ Oh, I know—I know ! I know everything you 

would say. Everything you can say I have said to 

myself, and ten times more and ten times worse. 

There is nothing you can say of me more bitter than 

what I think about myself.’ 

‘ Did you tell her anything about my report ?’ 

‘ I told her everything—everything! Do you under¬ 

stand ? She is going to telegraph from Queenstown 

the full essence of the reports—of both our reports.’ 
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‘ Heavens ! this is fearful. Is there no way to prevent 

her sending it ?’ 

‘ If you think you can prevent her, I wish you would 

try it.’ 

‘ How did you find it out ? Did she tell you ?’ 

‘ Oh, it doesn’t matter how I found it out. I did find 

it out. A man told me who she was ; then I asked her, 

and she was perfectly frank about it. She read me the 

report, even.’ 

‘ Read it to you ?’ 

‘ Yes, read it to me, and punctuated it in my presence 

—put in some words that I suggested as being better 

than those she had used. Oh, it was the coolest piece 

of work you ever saw !’ 

‘ But there must be some way of preventing her 

getting that account to New York in time. You see, 

all we have to do is to wire your people to hand in our 

report to the directors, and then hers is forestalled. 

She has to telegraph from a British office, and it 

seems to me that we could stop her in some way.’ 
‘As, for instance, how?’ 

‘Oh, I don’t know just how at the moment, but we 

ought to be able to do it. If it were a man, we could 

have him arrested as a dynamiter or something ; but a 

woman, of course, is more difficult to deal with. 

George, I would appeal to her better nature if I were 

you.’ 

Wentworth laughed sneeringly. 

‘ Better nature ?’ he said. ‘ She hasn’t any; and that 

is not the worst of it. She has “ calculated,” as she 

calls it, all the possibilities in the affair ; she “ calcu¬ 

lates ” that we will reach Queenstown about Saturday 

night. If we do, she will get her report through in 
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time to be published on Sunday in the New York Argus. 

If that is the case, then see where our telegram will be. 

We telegraph our people to send in the report. It 

reaches the office Saturday night, and is not read. The 

office closes at two o’clock; but even if they got it, and 

understood the urgency of the matter, they could not 

place the papers before the directors until Monday 

morning, and by Monday morning it will be in the 

London financial sheets.’ 

‘ George, that woman is a fiend.’ 

‘ No, she isn’t, John. She is merely a clever American 

journalist, who thinks she has done a very good piece 

of work indeed, and who, through the stupidity of one 

man, has succeeded, that’s all.’ 

‘ Have you made any appeal to her at all ?’ 

‘ Oh, haven’t I! Of course I have. What good did 

it do ? She merely laughed at me. Don’t you under¬ 

stand ? That is what she is here for. Her whole 

voyage is for that one purpose; and it’s not likely the 

woman is going to forego her triumph after having 

succeeded—more especially as somebody else in the 

same office has failed. That’s what gives additional 

zest to what she has done. The fact that Rivers has 

failed and she has triumphed seems to be the great 

feather in her cap.’ 

‘ Then,’ said Kenyon, ‘ I’m going to appeal to Miss 

Brewster myself.’ 

‘ Very well. I wish you joy of your job. But do 

what you can, John, there’s a good fellow. Meanwhile, 

I want to be alone somewhere.’ 

Wentworth went down the stairway that led to the 

steerage department, and for a few moments sat among 

the steerage passengers. Then he climbed up another 
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ladder, and got to the very front of the ship. Here he 

sat down on a coil of rope, and thought over the situa¬ 

tion. Thinking, however, did him very little good. 

He realized that, even if he got hold of the paper Miss 

Brewster had, she could easily write another. She 

had the facts in her head, and all that she needed to 

do was to get to a telegraph-office and there hand in 

her message. 

Meanwhile, Kenyon took a few turns up and down 

the deck, thinking deeply on the same subject. He 

passed over to the side where Miss Brewster sat, but 

on coming opposite her had not the courage to take his 

place beside her. She was calmly reading her book. 

Three times he came opposite her, paused for a moment, 

and then continued his hopeless march. He saw that 

his courage was not going to be sufficient for the task, 

and yet he felt the task must be accomplished. He 

didn’t know how to begin. He didn’t know what 

inducement to offer the young woman for foregoing the 

fruits of her ingenuity. He felt that this was the weak 

point in his armour. The third time he paused in 

front of Miss Brewster; she looked’ up and motioned 

him to the chair beside her, saying: 

‘ I do not know you very well, Mr. Kenyon, but I 

know who you are. Won’t you sit down here for a 

moment ?’ 

The bewildered man took the chair she indicated. 

‘ Now, Mr. Kenyon, I know just what is troubling 

you. You have passed three or four times wishing to 

sit down beside me, and yet afraid to venture. Is that 

not true V 

‘ Quite true.’ 

‘ I knew it was. Now I know also what you have 
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come for. Mr. Wentworth has told you what the 

trouble is. He has told you that he has given me all 

the particulars about the mines, hasn’t he ?’ 

‘He has.’ 

‘ And he has gone off to his state-room to think over 

the matter, and has left the affair in your hands, and 

you imagine you can come here to me and, perhaps, 

talk me out of sending that despatch to the Argus. 

Isn’t that your motive ?’ 

‘ That is about what I hope to be able to do,’ said 

Kenyon, mopping his brow. 

‘ Well, I thought I might just as well put you 

out of your misery at once. You take things very 

seriously, Mr. Kenyon—I can see that. Now, don’t 

you ?’ 

‘ I am afraid I do.’ 

* Why, of course you do. The publication of this, as 

I told Mr. Wentworth, will really not matter at all. It 

will not be any reflection on either of you, because your 

friends will be sure that, if you had known to whom you 

were talking, you would never have said anything about 

the mines.’’ 

Kenyon smiled grimly at this piece of comfort. 

‘ Now, I have been thinking about something since » 

Mr. Wentworth went away. I am really very sorry 

for him. I am more sorry than I can tell/ 

* Then,’ said Kenyon eagerly, ‘ won’t you- 

‘ No, I won’t, so we needn’t recur to that phase of the 

subject. That is what I am here for, and, no matter 

what you say, the despatch is going to be sent. Now, 

it is better to understand that at the first, and then it 

will create no trouble afterwards. Don’t you think that 

is the best V 
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‘ Probably,’ answered the wretched man. 

* Well, then, let us start there. I will say in the 

cablegram that the information comes from neither 

Mr. Kenyon nor Mr. Wentworth.’ 

‘Yes, but that wouldn’t be true.’ 

‘ Why, of course it wouldn’t be true ; but that doesn’t 

matter, does it ?’ 

‘Well, on our side of the water,’ said Kenyon, ‘we 

think the truth does matter.’ 

Miss Brewster laughed heartily. 

‘ Dear me !’ she said, ‘ what little tact you have ! How 

does it concern 3^ou whether it is true or not ? If there 

is any falsehood, it is not you who tell it, so you are 

free from all blame. Indeed, you are free from all 

blame anyhow, in this affair; it is all your friend 

Wentworth’s fault; but still, if it hadn’t been Went¬ 

worth, it would have been you.’ 

Kenyon looked up at her incredulously. 

‘ Oh yes, it would,’ she said, nodding confidently at 

him. ‘ You must not flatter yourself, because Mr. 

Wentworth told me everything about it, that you 

wouldn’t have done just the same, if I had had to find 

it out from you. All men are pretty much alike where 

women are concerned.’ 

‘ Can I say nothing to you, Miss Brewster, 

which will keep you from sending the message to 

America ?’ 

‘You cannot, Mr. Kenyon. I thought we had settled 

that at the beginning. I see there is no use talking 

to you. I will return to my book, which is very in¬ 

teresting. Good-morning, Mr. Kenyon.’ 

Kenyon felt the hopelessness of his project quite as 

much as Wentworth had done, and, thrusting his 
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hands deep into his pockets, he wandered disconso¬ 

lately up and down the deck. 

As he went to the other side of the deck, he met 

Miss Longworth walking alone. She smiled a cordial 

welcome to him, so he turned and changed his step 

to suit hers. 

‘ May I walk with you a few minutes ?’ he said. 

‘ Of course you may,’ was the reply. * What is the 

matter ? You are looking very unhappy.’ 

‘ My comrade and myself are in great trouble, and 

I thought I should like to talk with you about it.’ 

* I am sure if there is anything I can do to help you, 

I shall be most glad to do it.’ 

* Perhaps you may suggest something. You see, 

two men dealing with one woman are perfectly help¬ 

less.’ 
* Ah, who is the one woman—not I, is it ?’ 

* No, not you, Miss Longworth. I wish it were, 

then we would have no trouble.’ 

‘ Oh, thank you !’ 

‘ You see, it is like this : When we were in Quebec 

—I think I told you about that—the New York Argus 

sent a man to find out what we had reported, or were 

going to report, to the London Syndicate.’ 

‘ Yes, you told me that.’ 

‘ Rivers was his name. Well, this same paper, 

finding that Rivers had failed after having stolen the 

documents, has tried a much more subtle scheme, 

which promises to be successful. They have put on 

board this ship a young woman who has gained a 

reputation for learning secrets not intended for the 

public. This young woman is Miss Brewster, who 

sits next Wentworth at the table. Fate seems to 
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have played right into her hand and placed her beside 

him. They became acquainted, and, unfortunately, 

my friend has told her a great deal about the mines, 

which she professed an interest in. Or, rather, she 

pretended to have an interest in him, and so he 

spoke, being, of course, off his guard. There is no 

more careful fellow in the world than George Went¬ 

worth, but a man does not expect that a private con¬ 

versation with a lady will ever appear in a newspaper.’ 

‘ Naturally not.’ 

‘Very well, that is the state of things. In some 

manner Wentworth came to know that this young 

woman was the special correspondent of the New York 

Argus. He spoke to her about it, and she is perfectly 

frank in saying she is here solely for the purpose of 

finding out what the reports will be, and that the 

moment she gets to Queenstown she will cable what 

she has discovered to New York.’ 

‘ Dear me ! that is very perplexing. What have you 

done ?’ 

‘We have done nothing so far, or rather, I should 

say, we have tried everything we could think of, and 

have accomplished nothing. Wentworth has appealed 

to her, and I made a clumsy attempt at an appeal 

also, but it was of no use. I feel my own helplessness 

in this matter, and Wentworth is completely broken 

down over it.’ 

‘ Poor fellow! I am sure of that. Let me think a 

moment.’ 

They walked up and down the deck in silence for 

a few minutes. Then Miss Longworth looked up at 

Kenyon, and said : 

‘ Will you place this matter in my hands ?’ 
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* Certainly, if you will be so kind as to take any 

interest in it.’ 

‘ I take a great deal of interest. Of course, you 

know my father is deeply concerned in it also, so I 

am acting in a measure for him.’ 

‘ Have you any plan ?’ 

‘ Yes; my plan is simply this : The young woman 

is working for money ; now, if we can offer her more 

than her paper gives, she will very quickly accept, or 

I am much mistaken in the kind of woman she is.’ 

‘ Ah, yes,’ said Kenyon ; ‘ but we haven’t the money, 

you see.’ 

‘Never mind; the money will be quickly forth¬ 

coming. Don’t trouble any more about it. I am sure 

that can be arranged.’ 

Kenyon thanked her, looking his gratitude rather 

than speaking it, for he was an unready man, and she 

bade him good-bye until she could think over her plan. 

That evening there was a tap at the state-room door 

of Miss Jennie Brewster. 

‘ Come in,’ cried the occupant. 

Miss Longworth entered, and the occupant of the 

room looked up, with a frown, from her writing. 

‘ May I have a few moments’ conversation with you ?’ 

asked the visitor gravely. 

CHAPTER X. 

Miss Jennie Brewster was very much annoyed at 

being interrupted, and she took no pains to conceal 

her feelings. She was writing an article entitled 



8o A WOMAN INTERVENES 

1 How People kill Time on Shipboard,’ and she did 

not wish to be disturbed; besides, as she often said 

of herself, she was not ‘ a woman’s woman,’ and she 

neither liked, nor was liked by, her own sex. 

* I desire a few moments’ conversation with you, if 

I have your permission,’ said Edith Longworth, as she 

closed the door behind her. 

‘Certainly,’ answered Jennie Brewster. ‘Will you 

sit down ?’ 

‘ Thank you,’ replied the other, as she took a seat 

on the sofa. ‘ I do not know just how to begin what 

I wish to say. Perhaps it will be better to commence 

by telling you that I know why you are on board this 

steamer.’ 

‘Yes; and why am I on board the steamer, may I 

ask ?’ 

‘ You are here, I understand, to get certain informa¬ 

tion from Mr. Wentworth. You have obtained it, and 

it is in reference to this that I have come to see you.’ 

‘Indeed! and are you so friendly with Mr. Went¬ 

worth that you-’ 

‘ I scarcely know Mr. Wentworth at all.’ 

‘ Then, why do you come on a mission from him ?’ 

‘ It is not a mission from him. It is not a mission 

from anyone. I was speaking to Mr. Kenyon, or, 

rather, Mr. Kenyon was speaking to me, about a subject 

which troubled him greatly. It is a subject in which 

my father is interested. My father is a member of the 

London Syndicate, and he naturally would not desire 

to have your intended cable message sent to New 

York.’ 

‘ Really; are you quite sure that you are not speak¬ 

ing less for your father than for your friend Kenyon ?’ 



A WOMAN INTERVENES 81 

Anger burned in Miss Longworth’s face, and flashed 

from her eyes as she answered : 

e You must not speak to me in that way.’ 

‘ Excuse me, I shall speak to you in just the way I 

please. I did not ask for this conference; you did, 

and as you have taken it upon yourself to come into 

this room uninvited, you will have to put up with what 

you hear. Those who interfere with other people’s 

business, as a general thing, do not have a nice 

time.’ 

‘ I quite appreciated all the possible disagreeableness 

of coming here, when I came.’ 

* I am glad of that, because if you hear anything 

you do not like, you will not be disappointed, and will 

have only yourself to thank for it.’ 

‘ I would like to talk about this matter in a spirit of 

friendliness if I can. I think nothing is to be attained 

by speaking in any other way.’ 

‘ Very well, then. What excuse have you to give me 

for coming into my state-room to talk about business 

which does not concern you ?’ 

* Miss Brewster, it does concern me—it concerns my 

father, and that concerns me. I am, in a measure, my 

father’s private secretary, and am intimately acquainted 

with all the business he has in hand. This particular 

business is his affair, and therefore mine. That is the 

reason I am here.’ 

‘ Are you sure V 
‘ Am I sure of what ?’ 

‘ Are you sure that what you say is true ?’ 

‘ I am not in the habit of speaking anything but the 

truth.’ 
‘ Perhaps you flatter yourself that is the case, but it 

6 
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does not deceive me. You merely come here because 

Mr. Kenyon is in a muddle about what I am going to 

do. Isn’t that the reason ?’ 

Miss Longworth saw that her task was going to be 

even harder than she had expected. 

* Suppose we let all question of motive rest ? I 

have come here—I have asked your permission to speak 

on this subject, and you have given me the permission. 

Having done so, it seems to me you should hear me 

out. You say that I should not be offended-’ 

‘ I didn’t say so. I do not care a rap whether you 

are offended or not.’ 

‘You at least said I might hear something that 

would not be pleasant. What I wanted to say is this: 

I have taken the risk of that, and, as you remark, 

whether I am offended or not does not matter. Now 

we will come to the point-’ 

‘Just before you come to the point, please let me 

know if Mr. Kenyon told you he had spoken to me on 

this subject already.’ 

‘ Yes, he told me so.’ 

‘ Did he tell you that his friend Wentworth had also 

had a conversation with me about it ?’ 

‘Yes, he told me that also.’ 

‘ Very well, then, if those two men can do nothing 

to shake my purpose, how do you expect to do it ?’ 

‘ That is what I am about to tell you. This is a 

commercial world, and I am a commercial man’s 

daughter. I recognise the fact that you are going to 

cable this information for the money it brings. Is that 

not the case ?’ 

‘ It is partly the case.’ 

‘ For what other consideration do you work, then ?’ 
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‘ For the consideration of being known as one of 

the best newspaper women in the city of New York. 

That is the other consideration.’ 

‘ I understood you were already known as the most 

noted newspaper woman in New York.’ 

This remark was much more diplomatic than Miss 

Longworth herself suspected. 

Jennie Brewster looked rather pleased, then she 

said : 

‘ Oh, I don’t know about that; but I intend it shall 

be so before a year is past.’ 

‘ Very well, you have plenty of time to accomplish 

your object without using the information you have 

obtained on board this ship. Now, as I was saying, 

the New York Argus pays you a certain amount for 

doing this work. If you will promise not to send the 

report over to that paper, I will give you a cheque for 

double the sum the Argus will pay you, besides refund¬ 

ing all your expenses twice over.’ 

£ In other words, you ask me to be bribed and refuse 

to perform my duty to the paper.’ 

‘ It isn’t bribery. I merely pay you, or will pay you, 

double what you will receive from that paper. I pre¬ 

sume your connection with it is purely commercial. 

You work for it because you receive a certain amount 

of money; if the editor found someone who would do 

the same work cheaper, he would at once employ that 

person, and your services would be no longer required. 

Is that not true ?’ 

‘ Yes, it is true.’ 

‘ Very well, then, the question of duty hardly enters 

into such a compact. They have sent you on what 

would be to most people a very difficult mission. You 
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have succeeded. You have, therefore, in your posses¬ 

sion something to sell. The New York paper will pay 

you a certain sum in cash for it. I offer you, for the 

same article, double the price the New York Argus will 

pay you. Is not that a fair offer ?’ 

Jennie Brewster had arisen. She clasped and un¬ 

clasped her hands nervously. For a small space of 

time nothing was said, and Edith Longworth imagined 

she had gained her point. The woman standing looked 

down at the woman sitting. 

‘ Do you know all the particulars about the attempt 

to get this information ?’ asked Miss Brewster. 

‘ I know some of them. What particulars do you 

mean ?’ 

‘ Do you know that a man from the Argus tried to 

get this information from Mr. Kenyon and Mr. Went¬ 

worth in Canada?’ 

£ Yes ; I know about that.’ 

* Do you know that he stole the reports, and that 

they were taken from him before he could use them ?’ 

‘ Yes.’ 

‘ Do you know he offered Mr. Kenyon and Mr. Went¬ 

worth double the price the London Syndicate would 

have paid them, on condition they gave him a synopsis 

of the reports ?’ 

‘ Yes, I know that also.’ 

‘ Do you know that, in doing what he asked, they 

would not have been keeping back for a single day the 

real report from the people who engaged them ? You 

know all that, do you ?’ 

‘ Yes ; I know all that.’ 

‘Very well, then. Now you ask me to do very much 

more than Rivers asked them, because you ask me to 
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keep my paper completely in the dark about the 

information I have got. Isn’t that so ?’ 

‘ Yes, you can keep them in the dark until after the 

report has been given to the directors; then, of course, 

you can do what you please with the information.’ 

‘ Ah, but by that time it will be of no value. By 

that time it will have been published in the London 

financial papers. At that time anybody can get it. 

Isn’t that the case ?’ 

‘ I suppose so.’ 

‘ Now, I want to ask you one other question, Miss— 

Miss—I don’t think you told me your name.’ 

‘ My name is Edith Longworth.’ 

‘Very well, Miss Longworth. I want to ask you 

one more question. What do you think of the conduct 

of Mr. Kenyon and Mr. Wentworth in refusing to 

take double what they had been promised for making 

the report ?’ 

‘ What do I think of them ?’ repeated the girl. 

‘ Yes ; what do you think of them ? You hesitate. 

You realize that you are in a corner. You think Mr. 

Wentworth and Mr. Kenyon did very nobly in refusing 

Rivers’ offer ?’ 

‘ Of course I do.’ 

‘So do I. I think they acted rightly, and did 

as honourable men should do. Now, when you 

think that, Miss Longworth, how dare you come and 

offer me double, or three times, or four times, the 

amount my paper gives to me for getting this infor¬ 

mation ? Do you think that I am any less honourable 

than Kenyon or Wentworth ? Your offer is an insult 

to me; nobody but a woman, and a woman of your 

class, would have made it. Kenyon wouldn’t have 
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made it. Wentworth wouldn’t have made it. You 

come here to bribe me. You come here to do 

exactly what J. K. Rivers tried to do for the Argus 

in Canada. You think money will purchase any¬ 

thing—that is the thought of all your class. Now, 

I want you to understand that I am a woman of the 

people. I was born and brought up in poverty in New 

York. You were born and brought up amid luxury in 

London. I have suffered privation and hardships that 

you know nothing of, and, even if you read about them, 

you wouldn’t understand. You, with the impudence 

of your class, think you can come to me and bribe me 

to betray my employer. I am here to do a certain 

thing, and I am going to do that certain thing in spite 

of all the money that all the Longworths ever pos¬ 

sessed, or ever will possess. Do I make myself suffi¬ 

ciently plain ?’ 

‘ Yes, Miss Brewster. I don’t think anyone could 

misunderstand you.’ 

‘ Well, I am glad of that, because one can never tell 

how thickheaded some people may be,’ 

* Do you think there is any parallel between your 

case and Mr. Wentworth’s?’ 

‘ Of course I do. We were each sent to do a certain 

piece of work. We each did our work. We have 

both been offered a bribe to cheat our employers of the 

fruits of our labour; only in my case it is very much 

worse than in Wentworth’s, because his employers 

would not have suffered, while mine will.’ 

‘ This is all very plausible, Miss Brewster, but now 

allow me to tell you that what you have done is a most 

dishonourable thing, and that you are a disgrace to our 

common womanhood. You have managed, during a 
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very short acquaintance, to win the confidence of a 

man—there is a kind of woman who knows how to do 

that: I thank Heaven I am not of that class; I prefer 

to belong to the class you have just now been reviling. 

Some men have an inherent respect for all women ; 

Mr. Wentworth is apparently one of those, and, while 

he was on his guard with a man, he was not on his 

guard with a woman. You took advantage of that, 

and you managed to secure certain information which 

you knew he would never have given you if he had 

thought it was to be published. You stole that informa¬ 

tion just as disreputably as that man stole the docu¬ 

ments from Mr. Kenyon’s pocket. You talk of your 

honour and your truth when you did such a con¬ 

temptible thing! You prate of unbribeableness, when 

the only method possible is adopted of making you do 

what is right and just and honest! Your conduct 

makes me ashamed of being a woman. A thoroughly 

bad woman I can understand, but not a woman like 

you, who trade on the fact that you are a woman, and 

that you are pretty, and that you have a pleasing 

manner. You use those qualities as a thief or a 

counterfeiter would use the peculiar talents God had 

given him. How dare you pretend for a moment that 

jmur case is similar to Mr. Wentworth’s ? Mr. Went¬ 

worth is an honourable man, engaged in an honourable 

business; as for you and your business, I have no 

words to express my contempt for both. Picking 

pockets is reputable compared with such work.’ 

Edith Longworth was now standing up, her face 

flushed and her hands clenched. She spoke with a 

vehemence which she very much regretted when she 

thought of the circumstance afterwards; but her 
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chagrin and disappointment at failure, where she had 

a moment before been sure of success, overcame her. 

Her opponent stood before her, angry and pale. At 

first Edith Longworth thought she was going to strike 

her, but if any such idea passed through the brain of 

the journalist, she thought better of it. For a few 

moments neither spoke, then Jennie Brewster said, in 

a voice of unnatural calmness : 

‘ You are quite welcome to your opinion of me, Miss 

Longworth, and I presume I am entitled to my opinion 

of Kenyon and Wentworth. They are two fools, and 

you are a third in thinking you can control the actions 

of a woman where two young men have failed. Do 

you think for a moment I would grant to you, a woman 

of a class I hate, what I would not grant to a man 

like Wentworth? They say there is no fool like an 

old fool, but it should be said that there is no fool 

like a young woman who has had everything her own 

way in this world. You are-’ 

‘ I shall not stay and listen to your abuse. I wish to 

have nothing more to do with you.’ 

‘ Oh, yes ! you will stay,’ cried the other, placing her 

back against the door. ‘ You came here at your own 

pleasure; you will leave at mine. I will tell you more 

truth in five minutes than you ever heard in your life 

before. I will tell you, in the first place, that my 

business is quite as honourable as Kenyon’s or Went¬ 

worth’s. What does Kenyon do but try to get 

information about mines which other people are vitally 

interested in keeping from him ? What does Wentworth 

do but ferret about among accounts like a detective 

trying to find out what other people are endeavouring 

to conceal ? What is the whole mining business but one 
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vast swindle, whose worst enemy is the press? No 

wonder anyone connected with mining fears publicity. 

If your father has made a million out of mines, he has 

made it simply by swindling unfortunate victims. I do 

my business my way, and your two friends do theirs in 

their way. Of the two, I consider my vocation much 

the more upright. Now that you have heard what 

I have to say, you may go, and let me tell you that I 

never wish to see you or speak with you again.5 

‘Thank you for your permission to go. I am sure I 

cordially echo your wish that we may never meet again. 

I may say, however, that I am sorry I spoke to you in 

the way I did. It is, of course, impossible for you to 

look on the matter from my point of view, just as it is 

impossible for me to look upon it from yours. Never¬ 

theless, I wish you would forget what I said, and think 

over the matter a little more, and if you see your way 

to accepting my offer it will be always open to you. 

Should you forego the sending of that cablegram, I will 

willingly pay you three times what the New York Argus 

will give you for it. I do not offer that as a bribe; I 

merely offer it so that you will not suffer from doing 

what I believe to be a just action. It seems to me a 

great pity that two young men should have to endure 

a serious check to their own business advancement 

because one of them was foolish enough to confide in a 

woman in whom he believed.’ 

Edith Longworth was young, and therefore scarcely 

likely to be a mistress of diplomacy, but she might have 

known the last sentence she uttered spoiled the effect 

of all that had gone before. 
‘ Really, Miss Longworth, I had some little admira¬ 

tion for you when you blazed out at me in the way you 
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did ; but now, when you coolly repeat your offer of a 

bribe, adding one-third to it, all my respect for you 

vanishes. You may go and tell those who sent you 

that nothing under heaven can prevent that cablegram 

being sent.’ 

In saying this, however, Miss Brewster somewhat 

exceeded her knowledge. Few of us can foretell what 

may or may not happen under heaven. 

CHAPTER XI. 

Edith Longworth went to her state-room and there 

had what women call ‘ a good cry ’ over her failure. 

Jennie Brewster continued her writing, every now and 

then pausing as she thought, with regret, of some sharp 

thing she might have said, which did not occur to her 

at the time of the interview. Kenyon spent his time 

in pacing up and down the deck, hoping for the 

reappearance of Miss Longworth — an expectation 

which, for a time at least, was the hope deferred 

which maketh the heart sick. Fleming, the New York 

politician, kept the smoking-room merry, listening to 

the stories he told. He varied the proceedings by 

frequently asking everybody to drink with him, an 

invitation that met with no general refusal. Old Mr. 

Longworth dozed most of his time in his steamer chair. 

Wentworth, who still bitterly accused himself of having 

been a fool, talked with no one, not even his friend 

Kenyon. All the time, the great steamship kept forg¬ 

ing along through the reasonably calm water just as if 

nothing had happened or was going to happen. There 

had been one day of rain, and one night and part of a 
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day of storm. Saturday morning broke, and it was 

expected that some time in the night Queenstown 

would be reached. Early on Saturday morning the 

clouds looked lowering, as they have a right to look 

near Ireland. 

Wentworth, the cause of all the worry, gave Kenyon 

very little assistance in the matter that troubled his 

mind. He was in the habit, when the subject was 

referred to, of thrusting his hands into his hair, or 

plunging them down into his pockets, and breaking out 

into language which was as deplorable as it was 

expressive. The more Kenyon advised him to be calm, 

the less Wentworth followed that advice. As a general 

thing, he spent most of his time alone in a very gloomy 

state of mind. On one occasion when the genial 

Fleming slapped him on the shoulder, Wentworth, to 

his great astonishment, turned fiercely round and cried : 

‘ If you do that again, sir, I’ll knock you down.’ 

Fleming said afterwards that he was ‘ completely 

flabbergasted ’ by this—whatever that may mean—and 

he added that the English in general were a queer 

race. It is true that he gathered himself together at 

the time, and, having laughed a little over the remark, 

said to Wentworth: 

‘ Come and have a drink; then you’ll feel better.’ 

This invitation Wentworth did not even take the 

trouble to decline, but thrust his hands in his pockets 

once more, and turned his back on the popular New 

York politician. 

Wentworth summed up the situation to John Ken¬ 

yon when he said : 

‘ There is no use in our talking or thinking anymore 

about it. We can simply do nothing. I shall take the 
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whole blame on my shoulders. I am resolved that you 

shall not suffer from my indiscretion. Now, don’t tahc 

to me any more about it. I want to forget the wretched 

business, if possible.’ 

So thus it came about quite naturally that John 

Kenyon, who was a good deal troubled about the 

matter, took as his confidante Edith Longworth, who 

also betrayed the greatest interest in the problem. 

Miss Longworth was left all the more alone because 

her cousin had taken permanently to the smoking- 

room. Someone had introduced him to the fasci¬ 

nating game of poker, and in the practice of this 

particular amusement Mr. William Longworth was 

now spending a good deal of his surplus cash, as well 

as his time. 

Jennie Brewster was seldom seen on deck. She 

applied herself assiduously to the writing of those 

brilliant articles which appeared later in the Sunday 

edition of the New York Argus under the general title 

of ‘ Life at Sea,’ and which have more recently been 

issued in book form. As everybody is already aware, 

her sketches of the genial New York politician, and 

also of the taciturn, glum Englishman, are considered 

the finest things in the little volume. They have been 

largely copied as typical examples of American 

humour. 

When Jennie Brewster did appear on deck, she 

walked alone up and down the promenade, with a sort 

of half-defiant look in her eyes as she passed Kenyon 

and Edith Longworth, and she generally encountered 

them together. 

On this particularly eventful Saturday morning, 

Kenyon and Edith had the deck to themselves. The 
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conversation naturally turned to the subject which 

for the last few days had occupied the minds of 

both. 

£ Do you know,’ said the girl, ‘ I have been thinking 

all along that she will come to me at the last for the 

money.’ 

‘ I am not at all sure about that,’ answered 

Kenyon. 

‘ I thought she would probably keep us on the 

tenterhooks just as long as possible, and then at 

the last moment come and say she would accept the 

offer.’ 

‘ If she does,’ said Kenyon, ‘ I would not trust her. 

I would give her to understand that a cheque would be 

handed to her when we were certain the article had 

not been used.’ 

‘ Do you think that would be a safe way to act if 

she came and said she would take the money for not 

sending the cablegram ? Don’t you think it would be 

better to pay her and trust to her honour?’ 

Kenyon laughed. 

* I do not think I would trust much to her honour.’ 

‘ Now, do you know, I have a different opinion of her. 

I feel sure that if she said she would do a thing, she 

would do it.’ 
‘ I have no such faith,’ answered Kenyon. * I think, 

on the contrary, that she is quite capable of asking 

you for the money and still sending her telegram.’ 

‘ Well, I doubt if she would do so. I think the girl 

really believes she is acting rightly, and imagines she 

has done a creditable action in a very smart way. If 

she were not what she calls “ honest,” she would not 

have shown so much temper as she did. Not but that 
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I gave a deplorable exhibition of temper myself, for 

which there was really no excuse.’ 

‘ I am sure,’ said Kenyon warmly, * you did nothing 

of the kind. At all events, I am certain everything you 

did was perfectly right; and I know you were com¬ 

pletely justified in anything you said.’ 

* I wish I could think so.’ 

* I want to ask you one question,’ said Kenyon. 

But what that question was will never be known. It 

was never asked ; and when Edith Longworth inquired 

about it some time later, the question had entirely gone 

from Kenyon’s mind. The steamship, which was 

ploughing along through the waters, suddenly gave a 

shiver, as if it were shaken by an earthquake; there 

were three tremendous bumps, such as a sledge might 

make by going suddenly over logs concealed in the 

snow. Both Kenyon and Miss Longworth sprang to 

their feet. There was a low roar of steam, and they 

saw a cloud rise amidships, apparently pouring out 

of every aperture through which it could escape. Then 

there was silence. The engines had stopped, and the 

vessel heeled distinctly over to the port side. When 

Edith Longworth began to realize the situation, she 

found herself very close to Kenyon, clasping his arm 

with both hands. 

( What—what is it ?’ she cried in alarm. 

‘Something is wrong,’ said Kenyon. ‘Nothing 

serious, I hope. Will you wait here a moment while I 

go and see ?’ 

‘ It is stupid of me,’ she answered, releasing his arm ; 

‘ but I feel dreadfully frightened.’ 

‘ Perhaps you would rather not be left alone.’ 

‘ Oh no, it is all over now; but when the first of 
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those terrible shocks came it seemed to me we had 

struck a rock.’ 

‘ There are no rocks here,’ said Kenyon. ‘ The day 

is perfectly clear, and we are evidently not out of our 

course. Something has gone wrong with the machinery, 

I imagine. Just wait a moment, and I will find 

out.’ 

As Kenyon rushed towards the companion-way, he 

met a sailor hurrying in the other direction. 

* What is the matter ?’ cried Kenyon. 

The sailor gave no answer. 

On entering the companion-way door, Kenyon 

found the place full of steam, and he ran against an 

officer. 

‘ What is wrong ? Is anything the matter ?’ 

‘How should I know?’ was the answer, very curtly 

given. ‘ Please do not ask any questions. Everything 

will be attended to.’ 

This was scant encouragement. People began 

crowding up the companion-way, coughing and wheez¬ 

ing in the steam; and soon the deck, that but a 

moment before had been almost without an occupant, 

was crowded with excited human beings in all states 

of dress and undress. 

‘ What is wrong ?’ was the question on every lip, to 

which, as yet, there was no answer. The officers who 

hurried to and fro were mute, or gave short and un¬ 

satisfactory replies to the inquiries which poured in 

upon them. People did not pause to reflect that even 

an officer could hardly be expected to know off-hand 

what the cause of the sudden stoppage of the engine 

might be. By-and-by the captain appeared, smiling 

and bland. He told them there was no danger. 
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Something had gone amiss with the machinery, exactly 

what he could not, at the moment, tell; but there was 

no necessity for being panic-stricken, everything would 

be all right in a short time if they merely remained 

calm. These, and a lot of other nautical lies, which 

are always told on such occasions, served to calm the 

fears of the crowd; and by-and-by one after another 

went down to their state-rooms on finding the vessel 

was not going to sink immediately. They all appeared 

some time afterward in more suitable apparel. The 

steam which had filled the saloon soon disappeared, 

leaving the furniture dripping with warm moisture. 

Finally, the loud clang of the breakfast-gong sounded 

as if nothing had happened, and that did more, perhaps, 

than anything else to allay the fears of the passengers. 

If breakfast was about to be served, then, of course, 

things were not serious. Nevertheless, a great many 

people that morning had a very poor appetite for the 

breakfast served to them. The one blessing, as everybody 

said, was that the weather kept so fine and the sea so 

calm. To those few who knew anything about disasters 

at sea, the list of the ship to the port side was a most 

serious sign. The majority of the passengers, however, 

did not notice it. After breakfast people came up on 

deck. There was a wonderful avoidance of hurry, alike 

by officers and sailors. Orders were given calmly and 

quietly, and as calmly and quietly obeyed. Officers 

were still up on the bridge, although there were no 

commands to give to the man at the wheel and no 

screw turning. The helmsman stood at the wheel as 

if he expected at any time the order to turn it port or 

starboard. All this absence of rush had a very soothing 

effect on the passengers, many of whom wanted only 



A WOMAN INTERVENES 97 

a slight excuse to become hysterical. As the day wore 

on, however, a general feeling of security seemed to 

have come upon all on board. They one and all con¬ 

gratulated themselves on the fact that they had behaved 

in a most exemplary manner considering the somewhat 

alarming circumstances. Nevertheless, those who 

watched the captain saw that he swept the long line 

of the horizon through his glass every now and then 

with a good deal of anxiety, and they noticed on 

looking at the long level line where sea and sky met 

that not a sail was visible around the complete circle. 

Up from the engine-room came the clank of hammers, 

and the opinion was general that, whatever was amiss 

with the engine, it was capable of being repaired. One 

thing had become certain, there was nothing wrong 

with the shafts. The damage, whatever it was, had 

been to the engine alone. All of the passengers found 

themselves more or less affected by the peculiar sensa¬ 

tion of the steamer being at rest—the awe-inspiring 

and helpless consciousness of complete silence—after 

the steady throb they had become so accustomed to 

all the way across. That night at dinner the captain 

took his place at the head of the table, urbane and 

courteous, as if nothing unusual had happened; and 

the people, who, notwithstanding their outward calm¬ 

ness, were in a state of anxious tension, noticed this 

with gratified feelings. 

‘What is the matter?’ asked a passenger of the 

captain ; ‘ and what is the extent of the accident ?’ 

The captain looked down the long table. 

‘ I am afraid,’ said he, ‘ that if I went into technical 

details you would not understand them. There was 

a flaw in one of the rods connected with the engine. 

7 
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That rod broke, and in breaking it damaged other 

parts of the machinery. Doubtless you heard the three 

thuds which it gave before the engine was stopped. At 

present it is impossible to tell how long it will take to 

repair the damage. However, even if the accident were 

serious, we are right in the track of vessels, and there 

is no danger.’ 

This was reassuring; but those who lay awake that 

night heard the ominous sound of the pumps, and the 

swishing of water splashing down into the ocean. 

CHAPTER XII. 

Most of the passengers awoke next morning with a 

bewildering feeling of vague apprehension. The absence 

of all motion in the ship, the unusual and intense 

silence, had a depressing effect. The engines had not 

yet started ; that at least was evident. Kenyon was 

one of the first on deck. He noticed that the pumps 

were still working at their full speed, and that the 

steamer had still the unexplained list to port. Happily, 

the weather continued good, so far as the quietness of 

the sea was concerned. A slight drizzle of rain had 

set in, and the horizon was not many miles from the 

ship. There would not be much chance of sighting 

another liner while such weather continued. 

Before Kenyon had been many minutes on deck, 

Edith Longworth came up the companion-way. She 

approached him with a smile on her face. 

‘Well,’ he said, ‘ you, at least, do not seem to be 

suffering any anxiety because of our situation.’ 

‘ Really,’ she replied, ‘ I was not thinking of that at 
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all, but about something else. Can you not guess what 

it is ?’ 

‘ No/ he answered hesitatingly. * What is it ?’ 

‘ Have you forgotten that this is Sunday morning ?’ 

‘ Is it ? Of course it is. So far as I am concerned, 

time seemed to stop when the engines broke down. 

But I do not understand why Sunday morning means 

anything in particular.’ 

‘ Don’t you ? Well, for a person who has been 

thinking for the last two or three days very earnestly 

on one particular subject, I am astonished at you. 

Sunday morning and no land in sight! Reflect for a 

moment.’ 

Kenyon’s face brightened. 

‘Ah,’ he cried, ‘I see what you mean now! Miss 

Brewster’s cable message will not appear in this 

morning’s New York Argus.’ 

‘ Of course it will not; and don’t you see, also, that 

when we do arrive you will have an equal chance in the 

race. If we get in before next Sunday, your telegram 

to the London people will go as quickly as her cable 
despatch to New York; thus you will be saved the 

humiliation of seeing the substance of your report in 

the London papers before the directors see the report 

itself. It is not much, to be sure, but, still, it puts you 

on equal terms; while if we had got into Queenstown 

last night that would have been impossible.’ 

Kenyon laughed. 

‘ Well,’ he said, ‘ for such a result the cause is rather 

tremendous, isn’t it ? It is something like burning 

down the house to roast the pig!’ 

Shortly after ten o’clock the atmosphere cleared, and 

showed in the distance a steamer, westward bound. 
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The vessel evidently belonged to one of the great 

ocean lines. The moment it was sighted there 

fluttered up to the masthead a number of signal-flags, 

and people crowded to the side of the ship to watch 

the effect on the outgoing vessel. Minute after minute 

passed, but there was no response from the other liner. 

People watched her with breathless anxiety, as though 

their fate depended on her noticing their signals. Of 

course, everybody thought she must see them, but still 

she steamed westward. A cloud of black smoke came 

out of her funnel, and then a long dark trail, like the 

tail of a comet, floated out behind ; but no notice was 

taken of the fluttering flags at the masthead. For 

more than an hour the steamer was in sight. Then 

she gradually faded away into the west, and finally 

disappeared. 

This incident had a depressing effect on the 

passengers of the disabled ship. Although every 

officer had maintained there was no danger, yet the 

floating away of that steamer seemed somehow to leave 

them alone; and people, after gazing toward the west 

until not a vestige of her remained in the horizon, went 

back to their deck-chairs, feeling more despondent than 

ever. 

Fleming, however, maintained that if people had to 

drown, it was just as well to drown jolly as mournful, 

and so he invited everybody to take a drink at his 

expense—a generous offer, taken instant advantage of 

by all the smoking-room frequenters. 

* My idea is this,’ said Fleming, as he sipped the 

cocktail which was brought to him, * if anything 

happens, let it happen; if nothing happens, why, then 

let nothing happen. There is no use worrying about 
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anything, especially something we cannot help. Elere 

we are on the ocean in a disabled vessel—very good ; 

we cannot do anything about it, and so long as the bar 

remains open, gentlemen, here’s to you !’ 

And with this cheerful philosophy the New York 

politician swallowed the liquor he had paid for. 

Still the swish of water from the pumps could be 

heard, but the metallic clanking of steel on steel no 

longer came up from the engine-room. This in itself 

was ominous to those who knew. It showed that the 

engineer had given up all hope of repairing the damage, 

whatever it was, and the real cause of the disaster was 

as much a mystery as ever. Shortly before lunch it 

became evident to people on board the ship that some¬ 

thing was about to be done. The sailors undid the 

fastenings of one of the large boats, and swung it out 

on the davits until it hung over the sea. 

Gradually rumour took form, and it became known 

that one of the officers and certain of the crew were 

about to make an attempt to reach the coast of 

Ireland and telegraph to Queenstown for tugs to bring 

the steamer in. The captain still asserted that there 

was no danger whatever, and it was only to prevent 

delay that this expedient was about to be tried. 

* Do you know what they are going to do ?’ cried 

Edith Longworth, in a state of great excitement, to 

John Kenyon. 

Kenyon had been walking the deck with Wentworth, 

who now had gone below. 

* I have heard,’ said Kenyon, ‘ that they intend 

trying to reach the coast.’ 

‘ Exactly. Now, why should you not send a telegram 

to your people in London, and have the reports for- 
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warded at once ? The chances are that Miss Brewster 

will never think of sending her cablegram with the 

officer who is going to make the trip ; then you will be 

a clear day or two ahead of her, and everything will be 

all right. In fact, when she understands what has 

been done, she probably will not send her own message 

at all.’ 

1 By George !’ cried Kenyon, ‘that is a good idea. I 

will see the mate at once, and find out whether he will 

take a telegram.’ 

He went accordingly, and spoke to the mate about 

sending a message with him. The officer said that any 

passenger who wished to send a telegraphic message 

would be at liberty to do so. He would take charge of 

the telegrams very gladly. Kenyon went down to his 

state-room and told Wentworth what was going to be 

done. For the first time in several days, George Went¬ 

worth exhibited something like energy. He went to 

the steward and bought the stamps to put on the tele¬ 

gram, while John Kenyon wrote it. 

The message was given to the officer, who put it into 

his inside pocket, and then Kenyon thought all was 

safe. But Edith Longworth was not so sure of that. 

Jennie Brewster sat in her deck-chair calmly reading 

her usual paper-covered novel. She apparently knew 

nothing of what was going on, and Edith Longworth, 

nervous with suppressed excitement, sat near her, 

watching her narrowly, while preparations for launch¬ 

ing the boat were being completed. Suddenly, to 

Edith’s horror, the deck-steward appeared, and in a loud 

voice cried : 

‘ Ladies and gentlemen, anyone wishing to send tele¬ 

grams to friends has a few minutes now to write them. 
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The mate will take them ashore with him, and will send 

them from the first office that he reaches. No letters 

can be taken, only telegrams.’ 

Miss Brewster looked up languidly from her book 

during the first part of this recital. Then she sprang 

suddenly to her feet, and threw the book on the 

deck. 

* Who is it will take the telegrams ?’ she asked the 

steward. 

‘ The mate, miss. There he is standing yonder, 

miss.’ 

She made her way quickly to that official. 

‘Will you take a cable despatch to be sent to New 

York ?’ 

‘ Yes, miss. Is it a very long one ?’ he asked. 

‘ Yes, it is a very long one.’ 

‘Well, miss,’ was the answer, ‘you haven’t much 

time to write it. We leave now in a very few 

minutes.’ 

‘ It is all written out; I have only to add a few 

words to it.’ 

Miss Brewster at once flew to her state-room. The 

telegram about the mine was soon before her with the 

words counted, and the silver and gold that were to pay 

for it piled on the table. She resolved to run no risk 

of delay by having the message sent ‘to collect.’ Then 

she dashed off, as quickly as she could, a brief and very 

graphic account of the disaster which had overtaken 

the Caloric. If this account was slightly exaggerated, 

Miss Brewster had no time to tone it down. Picturesque 

and dramatic description was what she aimed at. Her 

pen flew over the paper with great rapidity, and she 

looked up every now and then, through her state-room 
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window, to see dangling from the ropes the boat that 

was to make the attempt to reach the Irish coast. 

As she could thus see how the preparations for the 

departure were going forward, she lingered longer than 

she might otherwise have done, and added line after 

line to the despatch which told of the disaster. At 

last she saw the men take their places in the longboat. 

She hurriedly counted the words in the new despatch 

she had written, and quickly from her purse piled the 

gold that was necessary to pay for their transmission. 

Then she sealed the two despatches in an envelope, 

put the two piles of gold into one, after rapidly count¬ 

ing them again, cast a quick look up at the still 

motionless boat, grasped the gold in one hand, the 

envelope in the other, and sprang to her feet; but, as 

she did so, she gave a shriek and took a step back¬ 

wards. 

Standing with her back to the door was Edith Long- 

worth. When she had entered the state-room, Miss 

Brewster did not know, but her heart beat wildly as 

she saw the girl standing silently there, as if she had 

risen up through the floor. 

‘ What are you doing here ?’ she demanded. 

‘ I am here,’ said Miss Longworth, * because I wish 

to talk with you.’ 

‘ Stand aside ; I have no time to talk to you just 

now. I told you I didn’t want to see you again. Stand 

aside, I tell you.’ 

‘ I shall not stand aside/ 

* What do you mean ?’ 

41 mean that I shall not stand aside.’ 

‘ Then I will ring the bell and have you thrust out 
of here for your impudence.’ 
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‘You shall not ring the bell/ said Edith calmly, 

putting her hand over the white china plaque that held 

in its centre the black electric button. 

‘ Do you mean to tell me that you intend to keep me 
from leaving my own state-room ?’ 

‘ I mean to tell you exactly that.’ 

‘ Do you know that you can be imprisoned for 
attempting such a thing ?’ 

* I don’t care.’ 

‘ Stand aside, you vixen, or I will strike you 1' 
‘ Do it/ 

For a moment the two girls stood there, the one 

flushed and excited, the other apparently calm, with 

her back against the door and her hand over the 

electric button. A glance through the window showed 

Miss Brewster that the mate had got into the boat, and 

that they were steadily lowering away. 

‘ Let me pass, you—you wretch !’ 

‘ All in good time/ replied Edith Longworth, whose 

gaze was also upon the boat swinging in mid-air. 

Jennie Brewster saw at once that, if it came to a 

hand-to-hand encounter, she would have no chance 

whatever against the English girl, who was in every 

way her physical superior. She had her envelope in 

one hand and the gold in the other. She thrust both 

of them into her pocket, which, after some fumbling, 

she found. Then she raised her voice in one of the 

shrillest screams which Edith Longworth had ever 

heard. As if in answer to that ear-piercing sound, 

there rose from the steamer a loud and ringing cheer. 

Both glanced up to see where the boat was, but it was 

not in sight. Several ropes were dangling down past 

the porthole. Miss Brewster sprang up on the sofa, 
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and with her small hands turned round the screw which 

held the window closed. 

Edith Longworth looked at her without making any 

attempt to prevent the unfastening of the window. 

Jennie Brewster flung open the heavy brass circle 

which held the thick green glass, and again she 

screamed at the top of her voice, crying ‘Help!’ and 

* Murder! ’ 

The other did not move from her position. In the 

silence that followed, the steady splash of oars could be 

heard, and again a rousing cheer rang out from those 

who were left upon the motionless steamer. Edith 

Longworth raised herself on tiptoe and looked out of 

the open window. On the crest of a wave, five hundred 

yards away from the vessel, she saw the boat for a 

moment appear, showing the white glitter of her six 

dripping oars ; then it vanished down the other side of 

the wave into the trough of the sea. 

‘Now, Miss Brewster,’ she said, ‘you are at liberty 

to go.’ 

CHAPTER XIII. 

After Edith Longworth left her, Jennie Brewster 

indulged in a brief spasm of hysterics. Her common- 

sense, however, speedily came to her rescue; and, as she 

became more calm, she began to wonder why she had 

not assaulted the girl who had dared to imprison her. 

She dimly remembered that she thought of a fierce 

onslaught at the time, and she also recollected that her 

fear of the boat leaving during the struggle had stayed 

her hand. But now that the boat had left she bitterly 

regretted her inaction, and grieved unavailingly over 
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the fact that she had stopped to write the account of 

the disaster which befell the Caloric. Had she not 

done so, all might have been well, but her great 

ambition to be counted the best newspaper woman in 

New York, and to show the editor that she was equal 

to any emergency that might arise, had undone her. 

While it would have been possible for her to send away 

one telegram, her desire to write the second had 

resulted in her sending none at all. Although she 

impugned her own conduct in language that one would 

not have expected to have heard from the lips of a 

| millionaire’s daughter, her anger against Edith Long- 

I worth became more intense, and a fierce desire for 

revenge took possession of the fair correspondent. She 

resolved that she would go up on deck and shame this 

woman before everybody. She would attract public 

attention to the affair by tearing Edith Longworth 

from her deck-chair, and in her present state of mind 

she had no doubt of her strength to do it. With the 

yearning for vengeance fierce and strong upon her, the 

newspaper woman put on her hat and departed for 

the deck. She passed up one side and down the 

other, but her intended victim was not visible. The 

rage of Miss Brewster increased when she did not 

find her prey where she expected. She had a fear 

that, when she calmed down, a different disposition 

would assert itself, and her revenge would be lost. 

In going to and fro along the deck she met Kenyon 

and Fleming walking together. Fleming had just 

that moment come up to Kenyon, who was quietly 

pacing the deck alone, and, slapping him on the 

shoulder, asked him to have a drink. 

‘ It seems to me,’ he said, ‘ that I never have had the 
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pleasure of offering you a drink since we came on 

board this ship. I want to drink with everybody here, 

and especially now, when something has happened to 

make it worth while.’ 

‘ I am very much obliged to you,’ said John Kenyon 

coldly, ‘ but I never drink with anybody.’ 

‘ What, never touch it at all ? Not even beer ?’ 

‘ Not even beer.’ 

‘Well, I am astonished to hear that. I thought 

every Englishman drank beer.’ 

‘ There is at least one Englishman who does not.’ 

‘ All right, then; no harm done, and no offence 

given, I hope. I may say, however, that you miss a 

lot of fun in this world.’ 

‘ I suppose I miss a few headaches also.’ 

‘ Oh, not necessarily. I have one great recipe for 

not having a headache. You see, this is the philosophy 

of headaches.’ And then, much to John’s chagrin, he 

linked arms with him and changed his step to suit 

Kenyon’s, talking all the time as if they were the most 

intimate friends in the world. ‘ I have a sure plan for 

avoiding a headache. You see, when you look into 

the matter, it is this way : The headache only comes 

when you are sober. Very well, then. It is as simple 

as A B C. Never get sober; that’s my plan. I simply 

keep on, and never get sober, so I have no headaches. 

If people who drink would avoid the disagreeable 

necessity of ever getting sober, they would be all 

right. Don’t you see what I mean ?’ 

‘And how about their brains in the meantime ?’ 

‘ Oh, their brains are all right. Good liquor sharpens 

a man’s brains wonderfully. Now, you try it some 

time. Let me have them mix a cocktail for you ? I 
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tell you, John, a cocktail is one of the finest drinks 

that ever was made, and this man at the bar—when I 

came on board, he thought he could make a cocktail, 

but he didn’t know even the rudiments—I have taught 

him how to do it; and I tell you that secret will be 

worth a fortune to him, because if there is anything 

Americans like, it is to have their cocktails mixed 

correctly. There’s no one man in all England can do 

it, and very few men on the Atlantic service. But I’m 

gradually educating them. Been across six times. 

They pretend to give you American drinks over in 

England, but you must know how disappointing they 

are.’ 

‘ I’m sure I don’t see how I should know, for I never 

taste any of them.’ 

‘ Ah, true; I had forgotten that. Well, I took this 

bar-keeper here in hand, and he knows now how to 

make a reasonably good cocktail; and, as I say, that 

secret will be worth money to him from American 

passengers.’ 

John Kenyon was revolving in his mind the problem 

of how to get rid of this loquacious and generous indi¬ 

vidual, when he saw, bearing down upon them, the 

natty figure of Miss Jennie Brewster; and he wondered 

why such a look of bitter indignation was flashing 

from her eyes. He thought that she intended to 

address the American politician, but he was mis¬ 

taken. She came directly at him, and said in an 

excited tone, with a ring of anger in it: 

‘Well, John Kenyon, what do you think of your 

work ?’ 
‘ What work V asked the bewildered man. 

‘ You know very well what work I mean. A fine 
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specimen of a man you are! Without the courage 

yourself to prevent my sending that telegram, you in¬ 

duced your dupe to come down to my state-room and 

brazenly keep me from sending it.’ 

The blank look of utter astonishment upon the face of 

honest John Kenyon would have convinced any woman 

in her senses that he knew nothing at all of what she 

was speaking. A dim impression of this, indeed, flashed 

across the young woman’s heated brain. But before 

she could speak, Fleming said : 

‘ Tut, tut, my dear girl! you are talking too loud 

altogether. Do you want to attract the attention of 

everybody on the deck ? You mustn’t make a scandal 

in this way on board ship.’ 

‘ Scandal!’ she cried. ‘ We will soon see whether 

there will be a scandal or not. Attract the attention 

of those on deck! That is exactly what I am going 

to do, until I show up the villainy of this man you are 

talking to. He was the concocter of it, and he knows 

it. She never had brains enough to think of it. He 

was too much of a coward to carry it through himself, 

and so he set her to do his dastardly piece of work.’ 

‘ Well, well,’ said Fleming, * even if he has done all 

that, whatever it is, it will do no good to attract atten¬ 

tion to it here on deck. See how everybody is listen¬ 

ing to what you are saying. My dear girl, you are too 

angry to talk just now; the best thing you can do is to 

go down to your state-room.’ 

‘ Who asked you to interfere ?’ she cried, turning 

furiously upon him. 4 I’ll thank you to mind your own 

business, and let me attend to mine. I should have 

thought that you would have found out before this that 

I am capable of attending to my own affairs.’ 
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‘ Certainly, certainly, my dear child,’ answered the 

politician soothingly; ‘ I’m sorry I can’t get you all to 

come and have a drink with me, and talk this matter 

over quietly. That’s the correct way to do things, 

not to stand here scolding on the deck, with every¬ 

body listening. Now, if you will quietly discuss the 

matter with John here, I’m sure everything will be all 

right.’ 

‘ You don’t know what you are talking about,’ replied 

the young lady. 1 Do you know that I had an im¬ 

portant despatch to send to the Argus, and that this 

man’s friend, doubtless at his instigation, came into 

my room and practically held me prisoner there until 

the boat had left, so that I could not send the despatch ? 

Think of the cheek and villainy of that, and then speak 

to me of talking wildly V 

An expression of amazement upon Kenyon’s face 

convinced the newspaper woman, more than all his 

protestations would have done, that he knew nothing 

whatever of the escapade. 

* And who kept you from coming out ?’ asked 

Fleming. 

‘ It is none of your business,’ she replied tartly. 

‘ If you will believe me,’ said Kenyon at last, ‘ I had 

absolutely no knowledge of all this; so, you see, there 

is no use speaking to me about it. I won’t pretend I 

am sorry, because I am not.’ 

This added fuel to the flames, and she was about to 

blaze out again, when Kenyon, turning on his heel, left 

her and Fleming standing facing each other. Then 

the young woman herself turned and quickly departed, 

leaving the bewildered politician entirely alone, so that 

there was nothing for him to do but to go into the 
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smoking-room and ask somebody else to drink with 

him, which he promptly did. 

Miss Brewster made her way to the captain’s room 

and rapped at the door. On being told to enter, she 

found that officer seated at his table with some charts 

before him, and a haggard look upon his face, which 

might have warned her that this was not the proper 

time to air any personal grievances. 

‘ Well ?’ he said briefly as she entered. 

‘ I came to see you, captain/ she began, * because 

an outrageous thing ha»s been done on board this ship, 

and I desire reparation. What is more, I will have 

it!’ 

‘ What is the “ outrageous thing ” ?’ asked the 

captain. 

‘ I had some despatches to send to New York, to the 

New York Argus, on whose staff I am.’ 

‘Yes,’ said the captain with interest; ‘despatches 

relating to what has happened to the ship ?’ 

* One of them did, the other did not.’ 

‘Well, I hope,’ said the captain, ‘you have not 

given an exaggerated account of the condition we 

are in.’ 

‘ I have given no account at all, simply because I was 

prevented from sending the cablegrams.’ 

‘ Ah, indeed,’ said the captain, a look of relief coming 

over his face, in spite of his efforts to conceal it; ‘ and 

pray what prevented you from sending your cable¬ 

grams ? The mate would have taken any messages 

that were given to him.’ 

‘ I know that,’ cried the young woman ; ‘ but when 

I was in my room writing the last of the despatches, a 

person who is on board as a passenger here—Miss 
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Longworth—came into my room and held me prisoner 

there until the boat had left the ship.’ 

The captain arched his eyebrows in surprise. 

‘ My dear madam,’ he said, ‘you make a very serious 

charge. Miss Longworth has crossed several times 

with me, and I am bound to say that a better- 

behaved young lady I never had on board my ship.’ 

‘ Extremely well behaved she is !’ cried the corre¬ 

spondent angrily; ‘ she stood against my door and 

prevented me from going out. I screamed for help, 

but my screams were drowned in the cheers of the 

passengers when the boat left.’ 

‘ Why did you not ring your bell ?’ 

‘ I couldn’t ring my bell because she prevented me. 

Besides, if I had reached the bell, it is not likely any¬ 

body would have answered it; everybody seemed to be 

bawling after the boat that was leaving.’ 

‘ You can hardly blame them for that. A great deal 

• depends on the safety of that boat. In fact, if you 

come to think about it, you will see that whatever 

grievance you may have, it is, after all, a very trivial 

one compared with the burden that weighs on me just 

now, and I should much prefer not to have anything to 

do with disputes between the passengers until we are 

out of our present predicament.’ 

‘ The predicament has nothing whatever to do with 

it. I tell you a fact. I tell you that one of your 

passengers came and imprisoned me in my state-room. 

I come to you for redress. Now, there must be some 

law on shipboard that takes the place of ordinary law 

on land. I make this demand officially to you. If you 

decline to hear me, and refuse to redress my wrong, then 

I have public opinion, to which I can appeal through 

C 8 
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my paper, and perhaps there will also be a chance of 

obtaining justice through the law of the land to which 

I am going.’ 

‘ My dear madam,’ said the captain calmly, ‘ you 

must not use threats to me. I am not accustomed to 

be addressed in the tone you have taken upon your¬ 

self to use. Now tell me what it is you wish me to 

do?’ 

‘ It is for you to say what you will do. I am a 

passenger on board this ship, and am supposed to be 

under the protection of its captain. I therefore tell 

you I have been forcibly detained in my state-room, 

and I demand that the person who did this shall be 

punished.’ 

‘ You say that Miss Longworth is the person who 

did this ?’ 

‘ Yes, I do.’ 

‘ Now, do you know you make a serious charge 

against that young lady—a charge that I find it re¬ 

markably difficult to believe? May I ask you what 

reason she had for doing what you say she has done ?’ 

‘ That is a long story. I am quite prepared to show 

that she tried to bribe me not to send a despatch, and, 

finding herself unsuccessful, she forcibly detained me 

in my room until too late to send the telegram.’ 

The captain pondered over what had been said to 

him. 

‘ Have you any proof of this charge ?’ 

‘Proof! What do you mean? Do you doubt my 

word ?’ 

‘ I mean exactly what I say. Have you anybody to 

prove the exceedingly serious charge you bring ?’ 

‘ Certainly not. I have no proof. If there had been 
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a witness there, the thing would not have happened. 

If I could have summoned help, it would not have 

happened. How could I have any proof of such an 
outrage ?’ 

‘ Well, do you not see that it is impossible for me to 

take action on your unsupported word ? Do you not 

see that, if you take further steps in this extraordinary 

affair, Miss Longworth will ask you for proof of what 

you state ? If she denies acting as you say she did, 

and you fail to prove your allegation, it seems to me 

that you will be in rather a difficult position. You 

would be liable to a suit for slander. Just think the 

matter over calmly for the rest of the day before you 

take any further action upon it, and I would strongly 

advise you not to mention this to anyone on board. 

Then to-morrow, if you are still in the same frame of 

mind, come to me.’ 

Thus dismissed, the young woman left the captain’s 

room, and met Fleming just outside, who said : 

‘ Look here, Miss Brewster, I want to have a word 

with you. You were very curt with me just now.’ 

‘ Mr. Fleming, I do not wish to speak to you.’ 

‘ Oh, that’s all right—that’s all right; but let me tell 

you this : you’re a pretty smart young woman, and you 

have done me one or +wo very evil turns in your life. 

I have found out all aDOut this affair, and it’s one of 

the funniest things I ever heard of.’ 

‘ Very funny, isn’t it ?’ snapped the young woman. 

* Of course it’s very funny; but when it appears in 

full in the opposition papers to the Argus, perhaps you 

won’t see the humour of it—though everybody else in 

New York will, that’s one consolation.’ 

‘ What do you mean ?’ 
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‘ I mean to say, Jennie Brewster, that unless you are 

a fool, you will drop this thing. Don’t, for Heaven’s 

sake, let anybody know you were treated by an English 

girl in the way you were. Take my advice: say no 

more about it.’ 

‘ And what business is it of yours ?’ 

‘ It isn’t mine at all; that is why I am meddling 

with it. Aren’t you well enough acquainted with me to 

know that nothing in the world pleases me so much as 

to interfere in other people’s business ? I have found 

out all about the girl who kept you in, and a mighty 

plucky action it was too. I have seen that girl on the 

deck, and I like the cut of her jib. I like the way she 

walks. Her independence suits me. She is a girl who 

wouldn’t give a man any trouble, now, I tell you, if he 

were lucky enough to win her. And I am not going to 

see that girl put to any trouble by you, understand 

that!’ 

‘ And how are you going to prevent it, may I ask ?’ 

‘ May you ask ? Why, of course you may. I will 

tell you how I am going to prevent it. Simply by 

restraining you from doing another thing in the 

matter.’ 

‘ If you think you can do that, you are very much 

mistaken. I am going to have that girl put in prison, 

if there is a law in the land.’ 

‘ Well, in the first place, we are not on land ; and, in 

the second place, you are going to do nothing of the 

kind, because, if you do, I shall go to the London 

correspondents of the other New York papers and give 

the whole blessed snap away. I’ll tell them how the 

smart and cute Miss Dolly Dimple, who has bam¬ 

boozled so many persons in her life, was once caught 
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in her own trap ; and I shall inform them how it took 

place. And they’ll be glad to get it, you bet! It will 

make quite interesting reading in the New York oppo¬ 

sition papers some fine Sunday morning—about a 

column and a half, say. Won’t there be some swearing 

in the Argus when that appears! It won’t be your 

losing the despatch you were going to send, but it will 

be your utter idiocy in making the thing public, and 

letting the other papers on to it. Why, the best thing 

in the world for you to do, and the only thing, is to 

keep as quiet as possible about it. I am astonished at 

a girl of your sense, Dolly, making a public fuss like 

this, when you should be the very one trying to keep it 

secret.’ 

The newspaper correspondent pondered on these 

words. 

* And if I keep quiet about it, will you do the 

same ?’ 

‘ Certainly; but you must remember that if ever 

you attempt any of your tricks of interviewing on me 

again, out comes this whole thing. Don’t forget that.’ 

‘ I won’t,’ said Miss Jennie Brewster. 

And next morning, when the captain was anxiously 

awaiting her arrival in his room, she did not appear. 

CHAPTER XIV. 

After all, it must be admitted that George Went¬ 
worth was a man of somewhat changeable character. 

For the last two or three days he had been moping 

like one who meditated suicide; now when everyone 

else was anxiously wondering what was going to 
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happen to the ship, he suddenly became the brightest 

individual on board. For a man to be moody and 

distraught while danger was impending was not at 

all surprising; but for a man, right in the midst of 

gloom, to blossom suddenly out into a general hilarity 

of manner, was something extraordinary. People 

thought it must be a case of brain trouble. They 

watched the young man with interest as he walked 

with a springy step up and down the deck. Every 

now and again a bright smile illuminated his face, 

and then he seemed to be ashamed that people should 

notice he was feeling so happy. When he was alone 

he had a habit of smiting his thigh and bursting out 

into a laugh that was long and low, rather than loud 

and boisterous. No one was more astonished at this 

change than Fleming, the politician. George met him 

on deck, and, to the great surprise of that worthy 

gentleman, smote him on the back and said : 

‘ My dear sir, I am afraid the other day, when you 

spoke to me, I answered a little gruffly. I beg to 

apologize. Come and have a drink with me.’ 

‘ Oh, don’t mention it,’ said Fleming joyously ; ‘ we 

all of us have our little down-turns now and then. 

Why, I have them myself, when liquor is bad or scarce ! 

You mightn't believe it, but some days I feel away 

down in the mouth. It is true I have a recipe for 

getting up again, which I always use. And that 

reminds me: do you remember what the Governor 

of North Carolina said to the Governor of South 

Carolina ?’ 

‘ I’m sure I don’t know,’ said Wentworth ; ‘you see, 

I’m not very well versed in United States politics.’ 

‘ Well, there wasn’t much politics about his remark, 
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He merely said, “ It’s a long time between drinks 

come in and have something with me. It seems to 

me you haven’t tasted anything in my company since 

the voyage began.’ 

‘ I believe/ said Wentworth, ‘ that is a true state¬ 

ment. Let us amend it as soon as possible, only in 

this case let me pay for the drinks. I invited you to 

drink with me.’ 

‘ Not at all, not at all!’ cried Fleming; ‘not while I’m 

here. This is my treat, and it is funny to think that 

a man should spend a week with another man without 

knowing him. Really, you see, I haven’t known you till 

now.5 

And so the two worthy gentlemen disappeared into 

the smoking-room and rang the electric bell. 

But it was in his own state-room that George Went¬ 

worth’s jocularity came out at its best. He would grasp 

John Kenyon by the shoulder and shake that solemn 

man, over whose face a grim smile generally appeared 

when he noticed the exuberant jollity of his comrade. 

‘ John,’ Wentworth cried, ‘why don’t you laugh ?’ 

‘ Well, it seems to me,’ replied his comrade, ‘ that 

you are doing laughing enough for us both. It is 

necessary to have one member of the firm solid and 

substantial. I’m trying to keep the average about 

right. When you were in the dumps I had to be 

cheerful for two. Now that you feel so lively, I take a 

refuge in melancholy, to rest me after my hard efforts 

at cheerfulness.’ 
‘Well, John, it seems to me too good to be true. 

What a plucky girl she was to do such a thing ! How 

did she know but that the little vixen had a revolver 

with her, and might have shot her ?’ 
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‘ I suppose she didn’t think about it at all.’ 

‘ Have you seen her since that dramatic incident ?’ 

‘ Seen whom ? Miss Brewster ?’ 

‘ No, no ; I mean Miss Longworth.’ 

‘No, she hasn’t appeared yet. I suppose she fears 

there will be a scene, and she is anxious to avoid it.’ 

‘Very likely that is the case/ said Wentworth. 

‘ Well, if you do see her, you can tell her there is no 

danger. Our genial friend, Fleming, has had a talk 

with that newspaper woman, so he tells me, and the 

way he describes it is exceedingly picturesque. He has 

threatened her with giving away the “snap,” as he calls 

it, to the other New York papers, and it seems that the 

only thing on earth Miss Brewster is afraid of is the 

opposition press. So she has promised to say nothing 

more whatever about the incident.’ 

‘ Then, you have been talking with Fleming?’ 

‘ Certainly I have ; a jovial good fellow he is, too. I 

have been doing something more than talking with 

him ; I have been drinking with him.’ 

‘ And yet a day or two ago, I understand, you 

threatened to strike him.’ 

‘A day or two ago, John! It was ages and ages ago. 

A day or two isn’t in it. That was years and centuries 

since, as it appears to me. I was an old man then ; 

now I have become young again, and all on account of 

the plucky action of that angel of a girl of yours.’ 

‘Not of mine/said Kenyon seriously; ‘I wish she 
were.’ 

‘ Well, cheer up. Everything will come out right ; 

you see, it always does. Nothing looked blacker than 

this matter about the telegram a few days ago, and see 

how beautifully it has turned out/ 
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Kenyon said nothing. He did not desire to discuss 

the matter even with his best friend. The two went 

up on deck together, and took a few turns along the 

promenade, during which promenade the eyes of 

Kenyon were directed to the occupants of the deck¬ 

chairs, but he did not see the person whom he sought. 

Telling Wentworth he was going below for a moment, 

he left him to continue his walk alone, and on reaching 

the saloon Kenyon spoke to a stewardess. 

‘ Do you know if Miss Longworth is in her state¬ 

room ?’ 

‘Yes, sir, I think she is,’ was the answer. 

‘ Will you take this note to her ?’ 

John sat down to wait for an answer. The answer 

did not come by the hand of the stewardess. Edith 

herself timorously glanced into the saloon, and, seeing 

Kenyon alone, ventured in. He sprang up to meet 

her. 
* I was afraid,’ he said, ‘ that you had been ill.’ 

* No, not quite, but almost,’ she answered. ‘ Oh, 

Mr. Kenyon, I have done the most terrible thing ! You 

could not imagine that I was so bold and wickedand 

tears gathered in the eyes of the girl. 

Kenyon stretched cut his hand to her, and she 

took it. 
* I am afraid to stay here with you,’ she said, ‘ for 

fear-’ 
‘ Oh, I know all about it,’ said Kenyon. 

‘ You cannot know about it; you surely do not know 

what I have done ?’ 
‘ Yes, I know exactly what you’ve done ; and we all 

very much admire your pluck.’ 

‘ It hasn’t, surely, been the talk of the ship ?’ 
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‘No, it has not; but Miss Brewster charged me 

with being an accomplice.’ 

‘ And you told her you were not, of course ?’ 

‘ I couldn’t tell her anything, for the simple reason 

that I hadn’t the faintest idea what she was talking 

about; but that’s how I came to know what had hap¬ 

pened, and I am here to thank you, Miss Longworth, 

for your action. I really believe you have saved the 

sanity of my friend Wentworth. He is a different 

man since the incident we are speaking of occurred.’ 

‘And have you seen Miss Brewster since?’ 

‘ Oh yes ; as I was telling you, she met me on the 

deck. Dear me ! how thoughtless of me 1 I had for¬ 

gotten you were standing. Won’t you sit down ?’ 

‘ No, no; I have been in my room so long that I am 

glad to stand anywhere.’ 

‘ Then, won’t you come up on deck with me ?’ 

‘ Oh, I’m afraid,’ she said. ‘ I am afraid of a public 

scene ; and I am sure, by the last look I caught in that 

girl’s eyes, she will stop at no scandal to have her 

revenge. I am sorry to say that I am too much of a 

coward to meet her. Of course, from her point of 

view I have done her eternal wrong. Perhaps it was 

wrong from anybody’s point of view.’ 

‘ Miss Longworth,’ said John Kenyon cordially, ‘you 

need have no fear whatever of meeting her. She will 
say nothing.’ 

‘ How do you know that ?’ 

‘ Oh, it is a long story. She went to the captain 

with her complaint, and received very little comfort 

there. I will tell you all about it on deck. Get a wrap 

and come with me.’ 

As Kenyon gave this peremptory order, he realized 
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that he was taking a liberty he had no right to take, 

and his face flushed as he wondered if Edith would 

resent the familiarity of his tones ; but she merely 

looked up at him with a bright smile, and said : 

‘ I will do, sir, as you command.’ 

‘No, no/ said Kenyon; ‘it was not a command, 

although it sounded like one. It was a very humble 

request; at least, I intended it to be such.’ 

‘Well, I will get my wrap.’ 

As she left for her state-room, a rousing cheer was 

heard from on deck. She stopped, and looked at 

Kenyon. 

‘ What does that mean ?’ she asked. 

‘ I do not know,’ was the answer. ‘ Please get your 

things on and we will go up and see.’ 

When they reached the deck they saw everybody at 

the forward part of the ship. Just becoming visible 

in the eastern horizon were three trails of black smoke, 

apparently coming towards them. 

The word was whispered from one to the other: ‘ It 

is the tug-boats. It is relief.’ 

Few people on board the steamer knew that their 

very existence depended entirely on the good weather. 

The incessant pumping showed everybody, who gave a 

thought to the matter, that the leak had been serious; 

but as the subsidence of the vessel was imperceptible 

to all save experts, no one but the officers really knew 

the grave danger they were in. Glad as the passengers 

were to see those three boats approach, the one who 

most rejoiced was the one who knew everything re¬ 

specting the disaster and its effects—the captain. 

Edith Longworth and John Kenyon paced the deck 

together, and did not form two of the crowd who could 
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not tear themselves away from the front of the ship, 

watching the gradually approaching tug-boats. Pur¬ 

posely, John Kenyon brought the girl who was with 

him past Miss Jennie Brewster, and although that 

person glared with a good deal of anger at Edith, who 

blushed to her temples with fear and confusion, yet 

nothing was said; and Kenyon knew that afterwards 

his companion would feel easier in her mind about 

meeting the woman with whom she had had such a 

stormy five minutes. The tug-boats speedily took the 

big steamer in tow, and slowly the four of them made 

progress towards Queenstown, it having been resolved 

to land all the passengers there, and to tow the dis¬ 

abled vessel to Liverpool, if an examination of the 

hull showed such a course to be a safe one. The 

passengers bade each other good-bye after they left 

the tender, and many that were on board that ship 

never saw each other again. One, at least, had few 

regrets and no good-byes to make, but a surprise was 

in store for her. Jennie Brewster found a cablegram 

from New York waiting for her. It said: ‘ Cable 

nothing respecting mines. Letter follows.’ 

CHAPTER XV. 

London again! Muddy, drizzly, foggy London; 

London, with its well-filled omnibuses tearing along 

the streets, more dangerous than the chariots of Rome ; 

London, with its bustling thoroughfares ; with its traffic 

blocked at the corners by the raised white-gloved hand 

of the policeman; London, with the four-wheeled 
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growler piled high with luggage, and the dashing 

hansom whirling along, missing the wheels of other 

vehicles by half an inch, while its occupant sits serenely 

smoking, or motioning his directions to his cabman 

with an umbrella ; London, with its constantly moving 

procession of every sort of wheeled carriage, from the 

four-horsed coach to the coster barrow. London, 

London, London, London ! the name seemed to ring 

in John Kenyon’s ears as he walked briskly along the 

crowded pavement towards the City. The roar of its 

busy streets was the sweetest music in the world to 

him, as it is to every man who has once acquired the 

taste for London. Drink of the fountain of Trevi, and 

you will return to Rome. Drink of the roar and the 

bustle of London, and no other metropolis in the world 

can ever satisfy the city-hunger in you again. London 

is London, and John Kenyon loved its very disad¬ 

vantages as he strode along the streets. 

He called at the office of George Wentworth, took 

that young man with him, and together they went to 

the place where the adjourned meeting of the London 

Syndicate was to be held. There were questions to be 

asked of the two young men, and the directors couldn’t 

quite see why the reports had been so suddenly pre¬ 

cipitated upon them, before the arrival of the experts 

they had sent out. So they had merely read the 

documents at the former meeting and adjourned until 

such time as the two young men could appear in 

person. Most of the directors were there, but, though 

Kenyon looked anxiously among them, he did not see 

the face of old Mr. Longworth. Questions were asked 

Kenyon about the position of the mines, about their 

output, and such other particulars as the directors 
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wished to know. Then Wentworth underwent a 

similar examination. He pointed out the discrepancies 

which he had found in the accounts. He showed that 

there was an evident desire on the part of the owners 

of the different mines to make it appear that the 

properties paid better than they actually did, and he 

answered in a clear and satisfactory way all the 

questions asked him. The chairman thanked the 

young men for the evident care with which they had 

done their work, and the meeting then went into a 

private session to consider what action should be taken 

respecting the mines. When the two friends got out 

of the building, Kenyon said : 

‘ Well, thank goodness that is over and done with. 

Now, George, what have you to suggest with reference 

to the mica-mine V 

‘ I think,’ said Wentworth, * we had better adjourn 

to my office and have a talk over the matter quietly 

there. Let us go into private session as the directors 

have done. I feel rich after having got my cheque, 

and the vote of thanks from the chairman ; so I will 

spend a shilling on a hansom and get there with speed 

and comfort. Actually, since I have got back to 

London, I am spending all my surplus cash on hansoms. 

They are certainly the best and cheapest vehicles in 

the world. Think of what that pirate charged us for a 

ride from the hotel to the steamer in New York.’ 

‘ I don’t like to think of it,’ said Kenyon ; * it makes 

me shudder!’ 

‘ Do you know, John, I should not be inconsolable 

if I never saw the great city of New York again. 

London is good enough for me ’ 

‘ Oh, I don’t know ! New York is all right. I con- 
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fess there are one or two of her citizens that I do not 

care much about.’ 

‘Ah,’ said Wentworth; then, after a few moments’ 

reflection, he remarked suddenly, apropos of nothing : 

‘ Do you know, John, I was very nearly in love with 

that girl ?’ 

‘ I thought you were drifting in that direction.’ 

‘ Drifting ! It wasn’t drifting. It was a mad plunge 

down the rapids, and it is only lately I have begun to 

think what a close shave I had of it. The horror of 

those days, when I thought that despatch was going to 

New York, completely obliterated any other feeling in 

regard to her. If I had found she was a hopeless flirt, 

or something of that kind, who was trifling with me, I 

should have been very much shocked, of course, but I 

should have thought about my own feelings. Now, 

the curious thing is that I never began to think about 

them till I got to London.’ 

‘ Very well, Wentworth; I wouldn’t think about them 

now, if I were you.’ 

‘ No, I don’t intend to, particularly. The fact that 

I talk over them with you shows that the impression 

was not very deep.’ 

Wentworth drew a long breath that might have been 

mistaken for a sigh, if he had not just before explained 

how completely free he was from the thraldom in which 

Miss Brewster at one time held him. 

‘Still, she was a very pretty girl, John. You can’t 

deny that.’ 
‘ I have no wish to deny it. I simply don’t want to 

think about her at all.’ 

‘ No, and we don’t need to, thank goodness. But 

she was very bright and clever. Of course you didn’t 
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know her as I did. I never before met anyone who- 

Well, that’s all past and done with. I told her all 

about our mica-mine, and she gave me much sage 

advice.’ 

Kenyon smiled, but held his peace. 

4 Oh yes, I know what you are thinking of: I spoke of 

other mines as well; still, that was my folly, and not 

her fault exactly. She imagined she was doing right, 

and after all, you know, I think we sometimes don’t 

make enough allowance for another’s point of view.’ 

Kenyon laughed outright. 

‘ It seems to me you are actually defending her. My 

remembrance is that you didn’t make much allowance 

for her point of view when your own point was that 

coil of rope in the front of the ship—those days when 

you wouldn’t speak even to me.’ 

4 I admit it, John. No, I’m not defending her. I 

have succeeded in putting her entirely out of my 

mind — with an effort. How about your own case, 

John ?’ 

‘ My own case ! What do you mean ?’ 

‘ You know very well what I mean.’ 

* I suppose I do: forgive the little bit of affectation, 

will you ? but a man gets somewhat nervous when such 

a question is sprung upon him. My own case is just 

where we left it at Queenstown.’ 

‘ Haven’t you seen her since ?’ 

‘ No.’ 

4 Aren’t you going to ?’ 

41 really do not know what I am going to do.’ 

‘John, that young woman has a decided personal 

interest in you.’ 

41 wish I were sure of that, or, rather, I wish I were 
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sure of it and in a position to- But what is the 

use of talking ? I haven’t a penny to my name.’ 

‘No; but if our mine goes through, you soon will 

have.’ 

‘ Yes, but what will it amount to ? I never can 

forget the lofty disdain with which a certain person 

spoke of fifty thousand pounds. It sends a cold chill 

over me whenever I think of it. Fifty thousand pounds 

to her seemed so trivial; to me it was something 

that might be obtained after the struggle of a life¬ 

time.’ 

‘ Well, I wouldn’t let that discourage me too much 

if I were you ; besides, you see- Oh ! here we 

are. We’ll talk about this some other time.’ 

Having paid the cabman, the two young men went 

upstairs into Wentworth’s room, where they closed the 

door, and John drew up a seat by the side of his 

friend. 
‘ Now, then/ said Wentworth, ‘what have you done 

about the mine ?’ 

* I have done absolutely nothing. I have been wait¬ 

ing for this conference with you.’ 

‘ Well, my boy, time is the great factor in anything 

of this sort.’ 

‘ Yes, I suppose it is.’ 
‘ You see, our option is running along ; every day we 

lose is so much taken off our chances of success. Have 

you anything to propose ?’ 

‘ I’ll tell you what I thought of doing. You know 

young Longworth spoke to me a good deal about the 

mine at one time. His cousin introduced me to him, 

and she seemed to think he might take some interest 

in forming the company. I was to have a talk with 

9 
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you, because Longworth gave it as his opinion that 

the amount should be put at two hundred thousand 

pounds rather than at fifty thousand pounds.’ 

Wentworth gave a long whistle. 

* Yes, it seems a very large amount; but he claims 

that if it would pay ten per cent, on that sum—if we 

could show that there was a reasonable chance of its 

paying so much — we could put it at two hundred 

thousand.’ 

‘ Well, that looks reasonable. What else did he say ?’ 

* He did not say very much more about it, because I 

told him I should have to consult you.’ 

‘ And why didn’t you ? On board ship there was one 

of the best opportunities we could have had of having 

a talk with him. In fact, the whole matter might 

perhaps have been arranged there.’ 

‘ Oh, well, you know, I couldn’t talk to you about it, 

because a certain circumstance arose, and you spent 

your time very much in the forward part of the steamer, 

sitting on a coil of rope and cursing the universe 

generally and yourself in particular.’ 

‘Ah, yes, I remember, of course—yes. Very well, 

then, you have not seen young Longworth since, have 

you ?’ 

£ No, I have not.’ 

‘ Wouldn’t the old gentleman go in for it ?’ 

‘ His daughter seemed to think he would not, because 

the amount was too small.’ 

‘ Wdiy couldn’t he be got to go into it entirely by 

himself? If we put the price up to one hundred thou¬ 

sand pounds or two hundred thousand pounds, that 

ought to be large enough for him, if he were playing a 

lone hand.’ 



A WOMAN INTERVENES 131 

‘ Well, you see, I don’t suppose they thought of going 

in for it at that, except as a matter of speculation. Of 

course, if they intended to buy some shares, it is not 

likely they would propose to raise the price from fifty 

thousand pounds to two hundred thousand pounds. 

Young Longworth spoke of dividing the profit. He 

claimed that whatever we made on fifty thousand 

pounds would be too small to be divided into three. I 

told him, of course, that you were my partner in this, 

and that is why he proposed the price should be made 

two hundred thousand pounds.’ 

‘ I suppose he seemed indifferent on the question 

whether it should pay a dividend on that amount of 

money or not ?’ 

‘ He didn’t mention that particularly—at least, he did 

not dwell upon it. He asked if it would pay a dividend 

on two hundred thousand, and I told him I thought it 

would pay ten per cent, if rightly managed ; then he 

said of course that was its price, and we should be 

great fools to float it at fifty thousand pounds when it 

was really worth two hundred thousand.’ 

Wentworth pondered for a few minutes on this, 

tapping his pencil on the desk and knitting his brow. 

‘ It seems an awful jump, from fifty thousand pounds 

to two hundred thousand pounds, doesli’t it, John?’ 

‘ Yes, it does ; it has a certain look of swindling 

about it. But what a glorious thing it would be if it 

could be done, and if it would pay the right percentage 

when we got the scheme working !’ 

* Of course I wouldn’t be connected, nor you either, 

with anything that was bogus.’ 

‘ Certainly not. I wouldn’t think for a moment of 

inflating it if I were not positive the property would 
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stand it. I have been making, and have here in my 

pocket, an elaborate array of figures which will show 

approximately what the mine will yield, and I am quite 

convinced that it will pay at least ten per cent., and 

possible twelve or fifteen.’ 

‘ Well, nobody wants a better percentage on their 

money. Have you the figures with you ?’ 

‘ Yes, here they are.’ 

‘ Very well, you had better leave them with me, and 

I will go over them as critically as if they were the 

figures of somebody I was deeply suspicious of. I hope 

they will hold water; but if they do not, I will point out 

to you where the discrepancies are.’ 

‘ But, you see, George, it is more a question of facts 

than of figures. I believe the whole mountain is made 

of the mineral which is so valuable, but I take only 

about an eighth of it as being possible to get out, 

which seems to me a very moderate estimate.’ 

‘ Yes, but how much demand is there for it ? That 

is the real question. The thing may be valuable 

enough, but if there is only a limited demand—that 

is to say, if we have ten times the material that the 

world needs—the other nine parts are comparatively 
valueless.’ 

‘ That is true.’ 

‘ Do you know how many establishments there are 
in the world that use this mineral ?’ 

‘ There are a great many in England, and also in the 

United States.’ 

‘And how about the duty on it in the United 
States ?’ 

‘ Ah, that I do not know.’ 

‘ Well, we must find that out. Just write down here 
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what it is used for ; then I shall try to get some infor¬ 

mation about the factories that require it, and also 

what quantities they need in a year. We shall have to 

get all these facts and figures to lay before the people 

who are going to invest, because, as I understand it, the 

great point we make is not on the mica, but on the 

other mineral.’ 

* Exactly.’ 

‘ Very well, then, you leave me what you know 

already about it, and I will try to supplement your 

information. In fact, we shall have to supplement it, 

before we can go before anybody with it. Now, I 

advise you to see the Longworths—both old and young 

Longworth—and you may find that talking with them 

in the City of London is very different from talking 

with them on the Caloric. By the way, I wonder why 

Longworth was not at the directors’ meeting to-day.’ 

‘ I do not know. I noticed he was absent.’ 

‘ He very likely intends to have nothing more to do 

with the other mines, and so there may be a possi¬ 

bility of his investing in ours. Do you know his 

address ?’ 

‘Yes, I have it with me.’ 

‘Then, if I were you, I would jump into a hansom 

and go there at once. Meanwhile, I will try to get 

your figures into shipshape order, and supplement 

them as far as it is possible to do so. This is going to 

be no easy matter, John. There are a great many 

properties now being offered to the public—the papers 

are full of them—and each of them appears to be the 

most money-making scheme in existence ; so if we are 

going to float this mine without knowing any particular 

capitalist, we have our work cut out for us.’ 
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‘ Then, you would be willing to put the price up to 

two hundred thousand pounds ?’ 

‘ Yes, if you say the mine will stand it. That we 

can tell better after we have gone over the figures 

together. We ought to be sure of our facts first.’ 

‘ Very well. Good-bye ; I will go and see Mr. Long- 

worth.’ 

CHAPTER XVI. 

John Kenyon did not take a cab. He walked so that 

he might have time to think. He wanted to arrange in 

his mind just what he would say to Mr. Longworth, 

so he pondered over the coming interview as he walked 

through the busy streets of the City. 

He had not yet settled things satisfactorily to him¬ 

self when he came to the door leading to Mr. Long- 

worth’s offices. 

‘ After all,’ he said to himself, as he paused there, 

‘ Mr. Longworth has never said anything to me about 

the mica-mine ; and, from what his daughter thought, it 

is not likely that he will care to interest himself in it. 

It was the young man who spoke about it.’ 

He felt that it was really the young man on whom he 

should call, but he was rather afraid of meeting him. 

The little he had seen of William Longworth on board 

the Caloric had not given him a very high opinion of 

that gentleman, and he wondered if it would not have 

been better to have told Wentworth that nothing was 

to be expected from the Longworths. However, he 

resolved not to shirk the interview, so passed up the 

steps and into the outer office. He found the estab¬ 

lishment much larger than he had expected. At 
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numerous desks there were numerous clerks writing 

away for dear life. He approached the inquiry counter, 

and a man came forward to hear what he had to say. 

‘ Is Mr. Longworth in ?’ 

‘ Yes, sir. Which Mr. Longworth do you want—the 

young gentleman or Mr. John Longworth ?’ 

‘ I wish to see the senior member of the firm.’ 

* Ah ! have you an appointment with him ?’ 

‘ No, I have not; but perhaps if you will take this 

card to him, and if he is not busy, he may see me.’ 

‘ He is always very busy, sir.’ 

‘Well, take the card to him; and if he doesn’t 

happen to remember the name, tell him I met him on 

board the Caloric.’ 

‘Very good, sir.’ And with that the clerk disap¬ 

peared, leaving Kenyon to ponder over in his mind the 

still unsettled question of what he should say to Mr. 

Longworth if he were ushered into his presence. As 

he stood there waiting, with the host of men busily 

and silently working around him, amid the general air 

of important affairs pervading the place, he made up 

his mind that Mr. Longworth would not see him, and 

so was rather surprised when the clerk came back 

without the card, and said, ‘ Will you please step this 

way, sir ?’ 
Passing through a pair of swinging doors, his 

conductor tapped lightly at a closed one, and then 

opened it. 
‘ Mr. Kenyon, sir,’ he said respectfully, and then 

closed the door behind him, leaving John Kenyon 

standing in a large room somewhat handsomely fur¬ 

nished, with two desks near the window. From an 

inner room came the muffled click, click, click of a 
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type-writer. Seated at one of the desks was young 

Longworth, who did not look round as Kenyon was 

announced. The elder gentleman, however, arose, 

and cordially held out his hand. 

‘ How are you, Mr. Kenyon ?’ he said. ‘1 am very 

pleased to meet you again. The terror of our situation 

on board that ship does not seem to have left an in¬ 

delible mark upon you. You are looking well.’ 

‘Yes,’ said John; ‘I am very glad to be back in 

London again.’ 

‘ Ah, I imagine we all like to get back. By the way, 

it was a much more serious affair than we thought at 

the time on board the Caloric.’ 

‘ So I see by the papers.’ 

‘How is your friend? He seemed to take it very 

badly.’ 

‘ Take what badly?’ asked John in astonishment. 

‘Well, he appeared to me, at the time of the acci¬ 

dent, to feel very despondent about our situation.’ 

‘ Oh yes, I remember now. Yes, he did feel a little 

depressed at the time ; but it was not on account of 

the accident. It was another matter altogether, which, 

happily, turned out all right.’ 

‘ I am glad of that. By the way, have you made 

your report to the directors yet ?’ 

‘Yes; we were at a meeting of the directors to¬ 

day.’ 

‘Ah, I could not manage to be there. To tell the 

truth, I have made up my mind to do nothing with 

those Ottawa mines. You do not know what action 

the Board took in the matter, do you ?’ 

‘ No, they merely received our report; in fact, they 

had had the report before, but there were some ques- 
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tions they desired to ask us, which we answered appa¬ 

rently to their satisfaction.’ 

‘ Who were there ? Sir Ropes McKenna was in the 

chair, I suppose ?’ 

‘ Yes, sir, he was there.’ 

‘Ah, so I thought. Well, my opinion of him is that 

he is merely a guinea-pig—you know what that is ? I 

have made up my mind to have nothing more to do 

with the venture, at any rate. And so they were pleased 

with your report, were they ?’ 

* They appeared to be. They passed us a vote of 

thanks, and one or two of the gentlemen spoke in 

rather a complimentary manner of what we had 

done.’ 

‘ I am glad of that. By the way, William, you know 

Mr. Kenyon, do you not ?’ 

The young man looked round with an abstracted air, 

and gazed past, rather than at, John Kenyon. 

* Kenyon, Kenyon,’ he said to himself, as if trying to 

recollect a name that he had once heard somewhere. 

‘ I really don’t-’ 

* Tut, tut!’ said the old man, ‘ you remember Mr. 

Kenyon on board the Caloric ?’ 

‘ Oh, ah, yes ; certainly—oh, certainly. How do you 

do, Mr. Kenyon ? I had forgotten for the moment. I 

thought I had met you in the City somewhere. Feel¬ 

ing first-rate after your trip, I hope.’ And young Mr. 

Longworth fixed his one eyeglass in its place and 

flashed its glitter on Kenyon. 

‘ I am very well, thanks.’ 

‘That’s right. Let me see, your business with the 

London Syndicate is concluded now, is it not ?’ 

* Yes, it is done with.’ 
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* Ah, and what are you doing ? Have you anything 

else on hand ?’ 

‘ Well, that is what I wish to see you about/ 

‘ Really ?’ 

* Yes ; I—you remember, perhaps, we had some talk 

about a mica-mine near the Ottawa River ?’ 

‘ On my soul, I don’t. You see, the voyage rather 

-that was on board ship, I suppose ?’ 

‘Yes,’ said John, crossing over to the young man’s 

desk and taking a chair beside him. The old gentle¬ 

man now turned to his own papers, and left the two 

young men to talk together. 

‘ Do you mean to say you don’t remember a talk we 

had on deck once about a mica-mine?’ 

Young Longworth looked at him with a puzzled 

expression, as if he could not quite make out what 

he was talking about. 

* I remember,’ he said, ‘ your telling me that you 

had been sent over by the London Syndicate to see 

after certain mines there ; but I don’t remember any¬ 

thing being said in reference to them.’ 

‘ It was not in reference to them at all; it was in 

reference to another mine, of which I have secured 

the option. You will, perhaps, recollect that your 

cousin introduced me to you. You seemed to think at 

the time that the price at which we were going to offer 

the mine was too low.’ 

‘By Jove, yes! now I do recollect something about 

it, when you mention that. Let me see, how much 

was it ? A million, was it not ?’ 

‘No, no,’ said Kenyon, mopping his brow. He did 

not at all like the turn the conversation had taken. 

‘Not a million, nor anything like that amount.’ 
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4 Ah, I am sorry for that. You see, my uncle and 

myself rarely touch anything that is not worth while ; 

and anything under a million would be hardly worth 

bothering with, don’t you know.’ 

41 don’t think so ; it seems to me that something 

below a million would be worth spending a little time 

on; at least, it would be worth my while.’ 

4 That may be very true ; but, you see, my uncle 

takes large interests only in large businesses.’ 

4 If you remember, Mr. Longworth, your uncle was 

not mentioned in connection with this at all. Your 

cousin seemed to think you might take some interest 

in it yourself. You told me, when I said the price at 

w?hich we wished to offer the mine was fifty thousand 

pounds, that the sum was altogether too small; at 

least, it left too little margin to divide amongst three.’ 

‘ Well, I think I was perfectly correct in that.’ 

‘And you further said that, if we increased the 

capital to two hundred thousand pounds, you would 

take a share in it with us.’ 

4 Did I say that ?’ 

4 Yes. It rested with my partner then. I said I 

would speak to him about it, and, if he were willing, I 

should be. Circumstances occurred which made it 

impossible for me to go into details with him on board 

the ship ; but I have spoken to him to-day at his own 

office, and he is quite willing to offer the mine at two 

hundred thousand pounds, provided the figures which 

I have given him show that it will pay a handsome 

dividend on that sum.’ 
* Well, it seems to me that, if the mine is really worth 

two hundred thousand pounds, it is a pity to offer it at 

fifty thousand pounds. Doesn’t it strike you that way?’ 
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‘Yes, it does; so I called to see you with reference to 

it. I wanted to say that Wentworth will go carefully 

over the figures I have given him, and see if there is 

any mistake about them. If there is not, and if we 

find that the mine will bear inflation to two hundred 

thousand pounds, we shall be very glad of your aid in 

the matter, and will divide everything equally with 

you. That is to say, each of us will take a third.’ 

‘ If I remember rightly, I asked you a question which 

you did not answer. I asked you how much you paid 

for the mine.’ 

Kenyon was astonished at this peculiar kind of 

memory, that could forget a whole conversation, and 

yet remember accurately one detail of it. However, he 

replied: 

‘ Of course, at that time you had not said you would 

join us. I recognise that, if you are to be a partner, 

it is your right to know exactly what we pay for the 

mine. I may say that we have not paid for it, but 

have merely got an option on it at a certain price, and 

of course, if we can sell it for two hundred thousand 

pounds, we shall have a large amount to divide. Now, 

if you think you will go in with us, and do your best to 

make this project a success, I will tell you what our 

option is on the mica-mine.’ 

‘ Well, you see, I can hardly say that I will join you. 

It is really a very small matter. There ought not to 

be any difficulty in floating that mine on the London 

market, except that it is hardly worth one’s while to 

take it up. Still, I should have to know exactly what 

you are to pay for the property before I went any 

further in the matter.’ 

‘Very well, then, I tell you in confidence, and only 
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because I expect you to become a partner with us, that 

the amount the mine is offered to us for is twenty 

thousand pounds.’ 

Young Longworth arched his eyeglass. 

‘ It cannot be worth very much if that is all they ask 

for it.’ 

‘ The price they ask for it has really nothing at all 

to do with the value of the mine. They do not know 

the value of it. They are not working it, even now, so 

as to bring out all there is in it. They are mining for 

mica, and, as I told you, the mineral which they are 

throwing away is very much more valuable than all the 

mica they can get out of the mine. If it were worked 

rightly, the mica would pay all expenses, as well as a 

good dividend on fifty thousand pounds, while the 

other mineral would pay a large dividend on one 

hundred and fifty thousand pounds, or even two 

hundred thousand pounds.’ 

‘ I see. And you feel positive that there is enough 

of this mineral to hold out for some time ?’ 

‘ Oh, I am positive of that. There is a whole 

mountain of it/ 

‘ And do you get the mountain as well as the 

mine ? 

‘We get three hundred acres of it, and I think there 

would be no difficulty in buying the rest’ 

‘ Well, that would seem to be a good speculation, 

and I am sure I hope you will succeed in forming your 

company. How much money are you prepared to 

spend in floating the mine ?’ 

‘ I have practically nothing at all. My asset, as it 

were, is the option I have on the mine.’ 

* Then, how are you going to pay the preliminary fees, 
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the advertising in the newspapers, the cost of counsel, 

and all that ? These expenses will amount to some¬ 

thing very heavy in the formation of a company. Of 

course you know that.’ 

‘Well, you see, I think that perhaps we can get two 

or three men to go into this and form our company 

quietly, without having any of those heavy expenses 

which are necessary in the forming of some companies.’ 

‘ My dear sir, when you have been in this business a 

little longer, you will be very much wiser. That cannot 

be done—at least, I do not believe it can be done. I 

do not know of its having been done, and if you can 

do it, you are a very much cleverer man than I am. 

Companies are not formed for nothing in the City of 

London. You seem to have the vaguest possible 

notion about how this sort of thing is managed. I may 

tell you frankly I do not think I can go in with you ; I 

have too much else on hand.’ 

Although Kenyon expected this, he nevertheless felt 

a grim sense of defeat as the young man calmly said 

these words. Then he blurted out : 

‘ If you had no idea of going in with us, why 

have you asked me certain questions about the 

property which I would not have answered if I had 

not thought you were going to take an interest in 

it?’ 

‘ My dear sir,’ said the other blandly, ‘ you were at 

perfect liberty to answer those questions or not, as you 

chose. You chose to answer them, and you have no one 

to blame but yourself if you are sorry you have answered 

them. It really doesn’t matter at all to me, as I 

shall forget all you have said in a day or two at 

furthest.’ 
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‘Very well; I have nothing more to say except 

that what I have told you has been said in confi¬ 

dence.’ 

‘ Oh, of course. I shall mention it to nobody.’ 

* Then I wish you good-day.’ 

Turning to the elder gentleman, he said : 

‘Good-day, Mr. Longworth.’ 

The old man raised his eyes rather abstractedly from 

the paper he was reading, and then cordially shook 

hands with Kenyon. 

‘ If I can do anything,’ he said, ‘ to help you in 

any matter you have on hand, I shall be very pleased 

to do it. I hope to see you succeed. Good-day, 

Mr. Kenyon.’ 

‘ Good-day, Mr. Longworth.’ 

And with that the young man found himself again in 

the outer office, and shortly afterwards in the busy 

street, with a keen sense of frustration upon him. His 

first move in the direction of forming a company had 

been a disastrous failure ; and thinking of this, he 

walked past the Mansion House and down Cheap- 

side. 

CHAPTER XVII. 

John Kenyon walked along Cheapside feeling very 

much downhearted over his rebuff with Longworth. 

The pretended forgetfulness of the young man, of 

course, he took at its proper value. He, nevertheless, 

felt very sorry the interview had been so futile, and, 

instead of going back to Wentworth and telling him 

his experience, he thought it best to walk off a little of 

his disappointment first. He was somewhat startled 
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when a man accosted him; and, glancing up, he saw 

standing there a tall footman, arrayed in a drab coat 

that came down to his heels. 

‘ I beg your pardon, sir,’ said the footman, ‘but Miss 

Longworth would like to speak to you.’ 

‘ Miss Longworth !’ cried Kenyon, in surprise; ‘where 

is she ?’ 

* She is here in her carriage, sir.’ 

The carriage had drawn up beside the pavement, 

and John Kenyon looked round in confusion to see that 

Miss Longworth was regarding him and the footman 

with an amused air. An elderly woman sat in the 

carriage opposite her, while a grave and dignified 

coachman, attired somewhat similarly to the footman, 

kept his place like a seated statue in front. John 

Kenyon took off his hat as he approached the young 

woman, whom he had not seen since the last day on 

the steamer. 

‘ How are you, Mr. Kenyon ?’ said Edith Longworth 

brightly, holding out her hand to the young man by 

her carriage. ‘Will you not step in ? I want to talk 

with you, and I am afraid the police will not allow 

us to block such a crowded thoroughfare as Cheap- 

side.’ 

As she said this, the nimble footman threw open the 

door of the carriage, while John, not knowing what to 

say, stepped inside and took his seat. 

‘ Holborn,’ said the young woman to the coachman; 

then, turning to Kenyon, she continued : ‘ Will you 

not tell me where you are going, so that I may know 

where to set you down ?’ 

‘ To tell the truth,’ said John, ‘ I do not think I was 

going anywhere. I am afraid I have not yet got over 
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the delight of being back in London again, so I some¬ 

times walk along the streets in rather a purposeless 

manner.’ 

‘ Well, you did not seem delighted when I first caught 

sight of you. I thought you looked very dejected, 

and that gave me courage enough to ask you to come 

and talk with me. I said to myself, “ There is some¬ 

thing wrong with the mica-mine,” and, with a woman’s 

curiosity, I wanted to know all about it. Now tell me.’ 

‘ There is really very little to tell. We have hardly 

begun yet. Wentworth is to-day looking over the 

figures I gave him, and I have been making a beginning 

by seeing some people who I thought might be in¬ 

terested in the mine.’ 

* And were they ?’ 

‘No; they were not.’ 

‘Then, that was the reason you were looking so 

distressed.’ 

* I suppose it was.’ 

‘ Well, now, Mr. Kenyon, if you get discouraged 

after an interview with the first person you think will 

be interested in the mine, what will you do when a 

dozen or more people refuse to have anything to do 

with it?’ 
‘ I’m sure I do not know. I am afraid I am not the 

right person to float a mine on the London market. I 

am really a student, you see, and flatter myself I am a 

man of science. I know what I am about when I am 

in a mine, miles away from civilization ; but when I get 

among men, I feel somehow at a loss. I do not under¬ 

stand them. When a man tells me one thing to-day, 

and to-morrow calmly forgets all about it, I confess it 

-—well, confuses me.’ 
10 
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* Then the man you have seen to-day has forgotten 

what he told you yesterday. Is that the case ?’ 

‘ Yes ; that is partly the case.’ 

‘ But, Mr. Kenyon, the success of your project is not 

going to depend upon what one man says, or two, or 

three, is it ?’ 

‘ No; I don’t suppose it is.’ 

‘ Then, if I were you, I would not feel discouraged 

because one man has forgotten. I wish I were acquainted 

with your one man, and I would make him ashamed of 

himself, I think.’ 

Kenyon flushed as she said this, but made no 

reply. 

The coachman looked round as he came to Holborn, 

and Miss Longworth nodded to him ; so he went on 

without stopping into Oxford Street. 

‘ Now, I take a great interest in your mine, Mr. 

Kenyon, and hope to see you succeed with it. I wish 

I could help you, or, rather, I wish you would be frank 

with me, and tell me how I can help you. I know a 

good deal about City men and their ways, and I think 

I may be able to give you some good advice—at least, 

if you would have the condescension to consult me.’ 

Kenyon smiled. 

‘You are making game of me now, Miss Longworth. 

Of course, as you said on board ship, it is but a very 
small matter.’ 

‘ I never said any such thing. When did I say 

that ?’ 

‘ You said that fifty thousand pounds was a small 

matter.’ 

‘ Did I ? Well, I am like your man who has for¬ 

gotten ; I have forgotten that. I remember saying 
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something about its being too small an amount for my 

father to deal with. Was not that what I said ?’ 

‘ Yes, I think that was it. It conveyed the idea to 

my mind that you thought fifty thousand pounds a 

trifling sum indeed.’ 

Edith Longworth laughed. 

‘ What a terrible memory }7ou have! I do not 

wonder at your City man forgetting. Are you sure 

what you told him did not happen longer ago than 

yesterday ?’ 

‘ Yes, it happened some time before.’ 

‘ Ah, I thought so; I am afraid it is your own 

terrible memory, and not his forgetfulness, that is to 

blame.’ 

‘ Oh, I am not blaming him at all. A man has 

every right to change his mind, if he wants to do so.’ 

‘ I thought only a woman had that privilege.’ 

‘No; for my part I freely accord it to everybody, 

only sometimes it is a little depressing.’ 

‘ I can imagine that; in fact, I think no one could 

be a more undesirable acquaintance than a man who 

forgets to-day what he promised yesterday, especially 

if anything particular depends upon it. Now, why 

cannot you come to our house some evening and have 

a talk about the mine with my cousin or my father ? 

My father could give you much valuable advice with 

reference to it, and I am anxious that my cousin should 

help to carry this project on to success. It is better 

to talk with them there than at their office, because 

they are both so busy during the day that I am afraid 

they might not be able to give the time necessary to its 

discussion.’ 

John Kenyon shook his head. 
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* I am afraid,’ he said, * that would do no good. I 

do not think your cousin cares to have anything to do 

with the mine.’ 

‘ How can you say that ? Did he not discuss the 

matter with you on board ship ?’ 

‘ Yes ; we had some conversation about it there, but 

I imagine that—I really do not think he would care to 

go any farther with it.’ 

‘ Ah, I see,’ said Edith Longworth. ‘ My cousin is 

the man who “ forgot to-day what he said yester¬ 

day.” ’ 

* What am I to say, Miss Longworth ? I do not 

want to say “ Yes,” and I cannot truthfully say “ No.”' 

‘ You need say nothing. I know exactly how it has 

been. So he does not want to have anything to do 

with it. What reason did he give ?’ 

‘ You will not say anything to him about the matter? 

I should be very sorry if he thought that I talked to 

anyone else of my conference with him.’ 

‘ Oh, certainly not; I will say nothing to him at 

all.’ 

* He gave no particular reason; he simply seemed 

to have changed his mind. But I must say this: he 

did not appear to be very enthusiastic when I dis¬ 

cussed it with him on board ship.’ 

‘ Well, you see, Mr. Kenyon, it rests with me now 

to maintain the honour of the Longworth family. Do 

you want to make all the profit there is to be made in 

the mica-mine—that is, yourself and your friend Mr. 

Wentworth ?’ 

‘ How do you mean—“ all the profit ”?’ 

‘Well, I mean—would you share the profit with 

anyone ?’ 
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‘ Certainly, if that person could help us to form the 
company.’ 

‘ Very well; it was on that basis you were going to 

take in my cousin as a partner, was it not ?’ 

‘ Yes.’ 

‘ Then I should like to share in the profits of the 

mine if he does not take an interest in it. If you will 

let me pay the preliminary expenses of forming this 

company, and if you will then give me a share of what 

you make, I shall be glad to furnish the money you 

need at the outset.’ 

John Kenyon looked at Miss Longworth with a 

smile. 

* You are very ingenious, Miss Longworth, but I can 

see, in spite of your way of putting it, that what you 

propose is merely a form of charity. Suppose we did 

not succeed in forming our company, how could we 

repay you the money ?’ 

‘ You would not need to repay the money. I would 

take that risk. It is a sort of speculation. If you 

form the company, then I shall expect a very large 

reward for furnishing the funds. It is purely selfishness 

on my part. I believe I have a head for business. 

Women in this country do not get such chances of 

developing their business talents as they seem to have in 

America. In that country there are women who have 

made fortunes for themselves. I believe in your mine, 

and I am convinced you will succeed in forming your 

company. If you or Mr. Wentworth were capitalists, 

of course there would be no need of my assistance. If 

I were alone, I could not form a company. You and 

Mr. Wentworth can do what I cannot do. You can 

appear before the public and attend to all preliminaries. 
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On the other hand, I believe I can do what neither of 

you can do ; that is, I can supply a certain amount of 

money from time to time to pay the expenses of form¬ 

ing the company—because a company is not formed in 

London for nothing, I assure you. Perhaps you think 

you have simply to go and see a sufficient number of 

people and get your company formed. I fancy you 

will find it not so eas}' as all that. Besides this busi¬ 

ness interest I have in it, I have a very friendly interest 

in Mr. Wentworth.’ 

As she said this, she bent over towards John Kenyon, 

and spoke in a lower tone of voice : 

‘ Please do not tell him so, because I think that he 

is a young man who has possibilities of being con¬ 

ceited.’ 

* I shall say nothing about it,’ said Kenyon dole¬ 

fully. 

‘ Please do not. By the way, I wish you would give 

me Mr. Wentworth’s address, so that I may com¬ 

municate with him if a good idea occurs to me, or if I 

find out something of value in forming our company.’ 

Kenyon took out a card, wrote the address of 

Wentworth upon it, and handed it to her. 

‘ Thank you,’ she said. * You see, I deeply sympa¬ 

thized with Mr. Wentworth for what he had to pass 

through on the steamer.’ 

‘ He is very grateful for all you did for him on that 

occasion,’ replied Kenyon. 

‘ I am glad of that. People, as a general thing, are 

not grateful for what their friends do for them. I am 

glad, therefore, that Mr. Wentworth is an exception. 

Well, suppose you talk with him about what I have 

said, before you make up your own mind. I shall be 
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quite content with whatever share of the profits you 
allow me.’ 

‘ Ah, that is not business, Miss Longworth.’ 

‘No, it is not; but I am dealing with you—that is, 

with Mr. Wentworth—and I am sure both of you will 

do what is right. Perhaps it would be better not to 

tell him who is to furnish the money. Just say you 

have met a friend to-day who offers, for a reasonable 

share of the profits, to supply all the money necessary 

for the preliminary expenses. You will consult with 

him about it, will you not ?’ 

‘ Yes, if it is your wish.’ 

* Certainly it is my wish ; and I also wish you to do 

it so diplomatically that you will conceal my name from 

him more successfully than you concealed my cousin’s 

name from me this afternoon.’ 

‘ I am afraid I am very awkward,’ said John, 

blushing. 

‘No; you are very honest, that’s all. You are not 

accomplished in the art of telling what is not true. 

Now, this is where we live ; will you come in ?’ 

‘ Thank you, no ; I’m afraid not,’ said John. ‘ I must 

really be going now.’ 

‘ Let the coachman take you to your station.’ 

‘ No, no, it is not worth the trouble; it is only a step 

from here.’ 
‘ It is no trouble. Which is your station—South 

Kensington ?’ 

‘ Yes.’ 
‘Very well. Drive to South Kensington Station, 

Parker,’ she said to the coachman; and then, running 

up the steps, she waved her hand in good-bye, as the 

carriage turned. 
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And so John Kenyon, feeling abashed at his own 

poverty, was driven in this gorgeous equipage to the 

Underground Railway station, where he took the train 

for the City. 

As he stepped from the carriage at South Kensington, 

young Mr. Longworth came out of the station on his 

way home, and was simply dumfounded to see Kenyon 

in the Longworths’ carriage. 

John passed him without noticing who he was, and 

just as the coachman was going to start again, Long- 

worth said to him : 

‘Parker, have you been picking up fares in the street?’ 

‘ Oh no, sir,’ replied the respectable Parker; ‘ the 

young gentleman as just left us came from the City 

with Miss Longworth.’ 

‘ Did he, indeed ? Where did you pick him up, 

Parker ?’ 

* We picked him up in Cheapside, sir.’ 

‘ Ah, indeed ;’ and with that, muttering some im¬ 

precations on the ‘ cheek ’ of Kenyon, he stepped into 

the carriage and drove home. 

CHAPTER XVIII. 

George Wentworth was a very much better man 

than John Kenyon to undertake the commercial task 

they hoped to accomplish. Wentworth had mixed 

with men, and was not afraid of them. Although he 

had suffered keenly from the little episode on the 

steamer, and although at that trying time he appeared 

to but poor advantage so far as an exhibition of 

courage was concerned, the reason was largely because 
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the blow had been dealt him by a woman, and not 

by a man. If one of Wentworth’s fellow-men so far 

forgot himself as to make an insulting or cutting remark 

to him, Wentworth merely shrugged his shoulders and 

thought no more about it. On the other hand, not¬ 

withstanding his somewhat cold and calm exterior, 

John Kenyon was as sensitive as a child, and a rebuff 

such as he received from the Longworths was enough 

to depress him for a week. He had been a student all 

his life, and had not yet learnt the valuable lesson of 

knowing how to look at men’s actions with an eye to 

proportion. Wentworth said to himself that nobody’s 

opinion amounted to very much, but Kenyon knew too 

little of his fellows to have arrived at this comforting 

conclusion. 
George Wentworth closed his door when he was 

alone, drew the mass of papers, which Kenyon had 

left, towards him on his desk, and proceeded systemati¬ 

cally to find a flaw in them if possible. He said to 

himself: ‘I must attack this thing without enthusiasm, 

and treat Kenyon as if he were a thief. I must find an 

error in the reasoning or something shaky about the 

facts.’ He perused the papers earnestly, making pencil- 

marks on the margin here and there. At first he said 

to himself: ‘ It is quite evident that the mining of the 

mica will pay for the working of the mine. We can 

look upon the demand for mica as being in a certain 

sense settled. It has paid for the working of the mine 

so far, also a small dividend, and there is no reason to 

think it should not go on doing so. Now, the uncertain 

quantity is this other stuff, and the uncertain thing 

about this uncertain quantity is the demand for it in 

the markets of the world, also how much the carriage 
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of it is going to cost.’ Wentworth had a theory that 

all things were possible if you only knew a man who 

knew the man. There is always the man in everything 

—the man who is the authority on iron ; the man who 

is the authority on mines ; the man who is the authority 

on the currency, and the man who knows all about the 

printing trade. If you want any information on any 

particular subject, it was not necessary to know the 

man, but it was very essential to know a man who can 

put his finger on the man. Get a note of introduction 

from a man who knows the man, and there you are ! 

Wentworth touched his bell, and a boy answered his 

summons. 

* Ask Mr. Close to step in here for a moment, will 

you, please ?’ 

The boy disappeared, and shortly after an oldish 

man with a very deferential look, who was perpetually 

engaged in smoothing one hand over the other, came 

in, and, in a timid manner, closed the door softly behind 

him. 

‘Close,’ said Wentworth, ‘who is it that knows 

everything about the china trade V 

‘ About the china trade, sir ?’ 

‘ Yes, about the china trade.’ 

‘ Wholesale or retail, sir ?’ 

‘ I want to get at somebody who knows all about the 

manufacture of china.’ 

‘ Ah, the manufacture, sir,’ said Close, in a tone that 

indicated this was another matter altogether; ‘ the 

manufacture, sir ; yes, sir, I really do not know who 

could tell everything about the manufacture of china, 

sir, but I know of a man who could put you on the 

ri^ht track.’ 
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‘ Very well; that is quite as good.’ 

‘ I would see Mr. Melville, if I were you, sir—Mr. 

Melville, of the great Scranton China Company.’ 

‘ And what is his addi'ess ?’ 

‘ His address is-’ And here the old man stooped 

over and wrote it on a card. ‘ That will find him, sir. 

If you can drop a note to Mr. Melville, sir, and say you 

want to learn who knows all about the production of 

china, he will be able to tell you just the man, sir. 

He is in the wholesale china trade himself, sir.’ 

* Would he be in at this hour, do you think ?’ 

* Oh yes, sir, he is sure to be in his office now.’ 

‘ Very well, then ; I think I will just run over and see 

him.’ 

‘ Very good, sir ; anything more, sir?’ 

‘ Nothing more, Close, thank you.’ 

When the valuable Close had departed as softly and 

apologetically as he had entered, Wentworth picked up 

one of the specimens of spar which Kenyon had taken 

from the mine, and put it into his pocket. In two 

minutes more he was in a cab, dashing through the 

crowded streets towards Melville’s office. By the side 

of the door of the china company’s warehouse, inside 

the hall, were two parallel rows of names—one under 

the general heading of ‘ Out,’ the other under the 

heading of ‘ In.’ It appeared that Mr. Smith was out 

and Mr. Jones was in, but, what was more to the 

purpose, the name of Richard Melville happened to be 

in the column of those who were inside. After a few 

moments’ delay, Wbntworth was ushered into the office 

of this gentleman. 
‘ Mr. Melville,’ he said, ‘ I have been recommended 

to come to you for information regarding the china 
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trade. The information I want, you will, perhaps, not 

be able to give me, but I believe you can tell me to 

whom I should apply for it.’ Saying this, he took out 

of his pocket the specimen of mineral which he had 

brought with him. ‘ What I want to know is, how 

much of this material you use each year in the manu¬ 

facture of china ; what price you pay for it; and I 

should like to get at an estimate, if possible, of the 

quantity used in England every year.’ 

Melville picked up the specimen and turned it round 

and round, looking at it attentively. 

* Well,’ he said at last, * I could tell you anything you 

wished about the wholesale china trade, but about the 

manufacture of it I am not so well informed. Where 

did you get this ?’ 

‘ That,’ said Wentworth, * is from a mine in which I 

am interested.’ 

‘ Ah, where is the mine situated, may I ask ?’ 

‘ It is in America,’ said Wentworth vaguely. 

‘ I see. Have you considered the question of carriage 

in proposing to put it on the English market ? That, 

as you know, is an important question. The cost of 

taking a heavy article a long distance is a great factor 

in the question of its commercial value.’ 

* I recognise that,’ said Wentworth ; ‘ and it is to 

enable me to form some estimate of the value of this 

material that I ask for particulars of its price 

here.’ 

‘ I understand, but I am not able to answer your 

questions. If you have time to wait and see Mr. 

Brand, our manager of the works, who is also one of 

the owners, he could easily tell you everything about 

this mineral—whether used at all or not. He comes 
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up to London once every fortnight, and to-day is his 

day. I am expecting him here at any time. You 

might wait, if you liked, and see him.’ 

‘ I do not think that will be necessary. I will write, 

if you will allow me, just what I want to know, and 

in two or three minutes he could jot down the informa¬ 

tion I require. Then I will call again to-morrow, if you 

don’t mind.’ 

‘ Not in the least. I will submit the matter to him. 

You can leave me this piece of mineral, I suppose?’ 

‘ Certainly,’ said Wentworth, writing on a sheet 

of paper the questions : ‘ First, What quantity of this 

mineral is used in your works in a year ? second, What 

price per ton do you pay for it ? third, Will you give 

me, if possible, an estimate of how much of this is used 

in England ?’ 

‘ There,’ he said, ‘ if you will give him this slip of 

paper, and show him the specimen of mineral, I shall 

be very much obliged.’ 

* By the way,’ said Melville, ‘ is this mine in opera¬ 

tion ?’ 

* Yes, it is.’ 

‘ Is there anyone else beside yourself interested in it 

in this country?’ 

‘ Yes,’ said Wentworth, with some hesitation; ‘John 

Kenyon, a mining expert, is interested in it, and Mr. 

Longworth—young Mr. Longworth of the City.’ 

* Any relation to John Longworth ?’ 

* His nephew.’ 

‘ Ah, well, anything that Longworth has an interest 

in is reasonably sure of being successful.’ 

‘ I am perhaps going too far in saying he has an 

interest in the mine, but in coming from America he 
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seemed desirous of going in with us. My partner, 

John Kenyon, of whom I spoke just now, is with him 

at the present moment, I believe.’ 

‘ Very well. I will submit this specimen to Mr. 

Brand as you desire, and will let you know to-morrow 

what he says/ 

With that Wentworth took his leave, and in going 

out through the hall he met the manager of the china 

works, although he didn’t know at the time who he 

was. He was a very shrewd-faced individual, who 

walked with a brisk business step which showed he 

believed that time was money. 

‘Well, Melville,’ he said when he entered, ‘ I am a 

little late to-day, am I not ?’ 

‘ You are a little behind the usual time, but not 

much.’ 

‘ By the way-’ began the manager, and then his 

eye wandered to the specimen on the desk before 

Melville. ‘ Hello !’ he cried, ‘ where did you get this ?’ 

‘ That was left here a moment ago by a gentleman 

whom I wanted to wait until you came, but he seemed 

to be in a hurry. He is going to call again to-morrow.’ 

* What is his name ?’ 

‘Wentworth. Here’s his card.’ 

* Ah, of a firm of accountants, eh ? How did he 

come to have this ?’ 

‘ He wanted to get some information about it, and I 

told him I would show it to you. Here is the note 

he left.’ 

The manager turned the crystal over and over in his 

hand, put on his eyeglasses and peered into it, then 

picked up the piece of paper and looked at what 

Kenyon had written. 
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‘ Did he say where he had got this ?’ 

‘ Yes ; he says there is a mine of it in America.’ 

* In America, eh ? Did he say how much of this 

stuff there was ?’ 

‘ No; he didn’t tell me that. The mine is working, 

however.’ 

‘ It is very curious ! I never heard of it.’ 

‘I gathered from him/ said Mr. Melville, ‘that he 

wishes to do something with the mine over here. He 

did not say much, but he told me his partner—I forget 

his name—was talking at the present moment with 

young Longworth about it.’ 

‘ Longworth—who’s he ?’ 

‘ He’s a man who goes in for mines or other invest¬ 

ments ; that is, his uncle does—a very shrewd old 

fellow, too. He is always on the right side of the 

market, no matter how it turns.’ 

‘ Then, he would be a man certain to know the 

value of the property if he had it, wouldn’t he V 

‘ I don’t know anybody who knows the value of what 

he has better than Longworth.’ 

‘Ah, that’s a pity,’ mused the manager. 

‘ Why ? Is it a mineral of any worth ?’ 

‘ Worth ! A quarry of this would be better for us 

than a gold-mine !’ 

‘ Well, it struck me, in talking with Mr. Wentworth, 

that he had no particular idea of its utility. He 

seemed to know nothing about it, and that’s why he 

came here for information.’ 

Again the manager looked at the paper before 

him. 

‘ I’m not so sure about that,’ he said. ‘ He wants to 

know the quantity used in a year, how much of it is 
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consumed in England, and the price we pay for it per 

ton, I should judge, from that, he has an inkling of 

its value, and wants merely to corroborate it. Yes, I 

feel certain that is his move. I fear nothing very 

much can be done with Mr. Wentworth.’ 

* What were you thinking of doing ?’ 

* My dear Melville, if we could get hold of such a 

mine, supposing it has an unlimited quantity of this 

mineral in it, we could control the china markets of 

the world.’ 

‘You don’t mean it!’ 

* It’s a fact, because of the purity of the mineral. 

The stuff that we use is heavily impregnated with iron; 

we have to get the iron out of it, and that costs money. 

Not that the stuff itself is uncommon at all, it is one 

of the most common substances in Nature; but any¬ 

thing so pure as this I have never seen. I wonder if 

it is a fair specimen of what they can get out of the 

mine ? If it is, I would rather own that property than 

any gold-mine I know of.’ 

‘ Well, I will see Mr. Wentworth, if you like. He 

is going to call here about this time to-morrow, and I 

will find out if some arrangement cannot be made with 

him.’ 

‘No, I wouldn’t do that,’ replied the manager, who 

preferred never to do things in a direct way. * I think 

your best plan is to see Longworth. The chances are 

that a City man like him does not know the value 

of the property; and, if you don’t mind, I will write 

a letter to Mr. Wentworth and give him my opinion 

on this mineral.’ 

* What shall I say to Longworth ?’ 

* Say anything you like; you understand that kind 
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of business better than I. Here are the facts of the 

case. If we can get a controlling interest in this mine, 

always supposing that it turns out mineral up to 

sample — I suspect that this is a picked specimen ; 

of course we should have to send a man to America 

and see—if we could get hold of this property, it would 

be the greatest feat in business we have ever done, pro¬ 

vided, of course, we get it at a cheap enough price.’ 

* What do you call a cheap enough price ?’ 

* You find out what Longworth will sell the mine 

for.’ 

* But supposing Wentworth owns the mine, or as 

much of it as Longworth does ?’ 

‘ I think, somehow, that if you know Longworth 

you can perhaps make better terms with him. Mean¬ 

while I will send a letter to Wentworth. You have 

his address there ?’ 

‘ Yes.’ 

‘ Very well.’ 

Taking his pen, he dashed off the following letter: 

‘ Dear Sir, 

‘ I regret to say that the mineral you left at our 

office yesterday is of no value to us. We do not use 

mineral of this nature, and, so far as I know, it is not 

used anywhere in England. 
‘ Yours truly, 

‘Adam Brand.’ 

CHAPTER XIX. 

The chances are that, no matter under what circum¬ 

stances young Longworth and Kenyon had first met, 

the former would have disliked the latter. Although 

ii 
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strong friendships are formed between men who are 

dissimilar, it must not be forgotten that equally strong 

hatreds have arisen between people merely because 

they were of opposite natures. No two young men 

could have been more unlike each other ; and as Long- 

worth recalled the different meetings he had had with 

Kenyon, he admitted to himself that he had an extreme 

antipathy to the engineer. The evident friendship 

which his cousin felt for Kenyon added a bitterness to 

this dislike which was rapidly turning it into hate. 

However, he calmed down sufficiently, on going home 

in the carriage, to become convinced that it was better 

to say nothing about her meeting with Kenyon unless 

she introduced the subject. After all, the carriage was 

hers, not his, and he recognised that fact. He won¬ 

dered how much Kenyon had told her of the interview 

at his uncle’s office. He flattered himself, however, 

that he knew enough of women to be sure that she 

would very speedily refer to the subject, and then he 

hoped to learn just how much had been said. To 

his surprise, his cousin said nothing at all about the 

matter, neither that evening nor the next morning, 

and, consequently, he went to his office in a some¬ 

what bewildered state of mind. 

On arriving at his room in the City, he found Melville 
waiting for him. 

Melville shook hands with young Longworth, and, 

taking a mineral specimen from his pocket, placed it on 
the young man’s desk, saying : 

‘ I suppose you know where that comes from ?’ 

Longworth looked at it with an air of indecision 

which made Melville suspect he knew very little about it. 

‘ I haven’t the slightest idea, really.’ 
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‘No? I was told you were interested in the mine 

from which this was taken. Mr. Wentworth called on 

me yesterday, and gave your name as one of those who 

were concerned with the mine.’ 

‘ Ah, yes, I see ; yes, yes, I have—some interest in 

the mine.’ 

‘ Weil, it is about that I came to talk with you. 

Where is the mine situated ?’ 

‘ It is near the Ottawa River, I believe, some dis¬ 

tance above Montreal. I am not certain about its exact 

position, but it is somewhere in that neighbourhood.’ 

‘ I thought by the way Wentworth talked it was in 

the United States. He mentioned another person as 

being his partner in the affair ; I forget his name.’ 

‘John Kenyon, probably.’ 

‘ Kenyon! Yes, I think that was the name. Yes, I 

am sure it was. Now, may I ask what is your connec¬ 

tion with that mine ? Are you a partner of Went¬ 

worth’s and Kenyon’s ? Are you the chief owner of the 

mine, or is the mine owned by them ?’ 

‘ In the first place, Mr. Melville, I should like to know 

why you ask me these questions ?’ 

Melville laughed. 

* Well, I will tell you. We should like to know what 

chance there is of our getting a controlling interest in 

the mine. That is very frankly put, isn’t it ?’ 

‘Yes, it is. But whom do you mean by “we”? Who 

else besides yourself?’ 

‘ By “we” I mean the china company to which I 

belong. This mineral is useful in making china. That 

I suppose you know.’ 
‘Yes, I was aware of that,’ answered Longworth, 

although he heard it now for the first time. 
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* Very well, then; I should like to know who is the 

owner of the mine.’ 

‘ The owner of the mine at present is some foreigner 

whose name and address I do not know. The two 

young men you speak of have an option on that mine 

for a certain length of time—how long I don’t know. 

They have been urging me to go in with them to form 

a company for the floating of that mine for two 

hundred thousand pounds on the London market.’ 

‘ Two hundred thousand pounds!’ said Melville. 

‘That seems to me rather a large amount.’ 

‘ Do you think so ? Well, the objection I had to it 

was that it was too small.’ 

‘ Those two men must have an exaggerated idea of 

the value of this mineral if they think it will pay 

dividends on two hundred thousand pounds.’ 

‘ This mineral is not all there is in the mine. In fact, 

it is already paying a dividend on fifty thousand pounds 

or thereabouts, because of the mica in it. It is being 

mined for mica alone. To tell the truth, I did not 

know much about the other mineral.’ 

‘ And do you think the mine is worth two hundred 

thousand pounds ?’ 

‘ Frankly, I do not.’ 

‘ Then why are you connected with it ?’ 

‘ I am not connected with it—at least, not definitely 

connected with it. I have the matter under considera¬ 

tion. Of course, if there is anything approaching a 

swindle in it, I shall have nothing to do with it. It 

will depend largely on the figures that the two men 

show me whether I have anything to do with it or 

not.’ 

‘ I see; I understand your position.’ Then, lowering 
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his voice, Melville leaned over towards Longworth, 

and said: ‘You are a man of business. Now, I 

want to ask you what would be the chance of our 

getting the mine at something like the original option 

price, which is, of course, very much less than two 

hundred thousand pounds ? We do not want to have 

too many in it. In fact, if you could get it for us at a 

reasonable rate, and did not care to be troubled with 

the property yourself, we would take the whole our¬ 

selves.’ 

Young Longworth pondered a moment, and then 

said to Melville: 

‘ Do you mean to freeze out the other two fellows, as 

they say in America V 

‘ I do not know about freezing out; but, of course, 

with the other two there is so much less profit to be 

divided. We should like to deal with just as few as 

possible.’ 

‘ Exactly. I see what you mean. I think it can be 

done. Are you in any great hurry to secure the mine ?’ 

‘ Not particularly. Why?’ 

* Well, if things are worked rightly, I don’t know 

but what we could get it for the original option. That 

would mean, of course, to wait until this first option 

had run out.’ 

‘ Wouldn’t there be a little danger in that ? They 

may form their company in the meantime, and then 

we should lose everything. Our interest in the matter 

is as much to prevent anyone else getting hold of the 

mine as to get it ourselves.’ 

‘ I see. I will think it over. I believe it can be 

done without great risk; but, of course, we shall have 

to be reasonably quiet about the matter.’ 
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‘ I see the necessity of that.’ 

‘ Very good. I will see you again after I have 

thought over the affair, and we can come to some 

arrangement.’ 

‘ I may say that our manager has written a note to 

Wentworth, saying that this mineral is of no particular 

use to us.’ 

‘ Exactly,’ said young Longworth, with a look of 

intelligence. 

‘ So, of course, in speaking with Wentworth about 

the mine, it is just as well not to mention us in any 

way.’ 

‘ I shall not.’ 

‘Very well. I will leave the matter in your hands 

for the present.’ 

‘ Yes, do so. I will think over it this afternoon, and 

probably see Wentworth and Kenyon to-morrow. 

There is no immediate hurry, for I happen to know 

they have not done anything yet.’ 

With that Mr. Melville took his leave, and young 

Longworth paced up and down the room, evolving a 

plan that would at once bring him money and give 

him the satisfaction of making it lively for John 

Kenyon. 

When he reached home, Longworth waited for his 

cousin to say something about Kenyon ; but he soon 

saw that she did not intend to speak of him at all. So 

he said to her : 

‘ Edith, do you remember Kenyon and Wentworth— 

who were on board our steamer ?’ 

‘ I remember them very well.’ 

‘ Did you know they had a mining property for 

sale ?’ 
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‘ Yes.’ 

‘ I have been thinking about it—in fact, Kenyon 

called at my office a day or two ago, and at that 

time, not having given the subject much thought, I 

could not give him any encouragement; but I have 

been pondering over it since, and have almost decided 

to help them. What do you think about it ?’ 

‘ Oh, I think it would be an excellent plan. I am 

sure the property is a good one, or Mr. Kenyon would 

have nothing to do with it. I shall write a note to 

them, if you think it advisable, inviting them here to 

talk with you about it.’ 

‘ That will not be necessary at all. I do not want 

people to come here to talk business. My office is the 

proper place.’ 

‘ Still, we met them in a friendly way on board the 

steamer, and I think it would be nice if they came 

here some evening and talked over the matter with 

you.’ 

‘ I don’t believe in introducing business into a man’s 

home. This would be a purely business conversation, 

and it may as well take place at my office, or at Went¬ 

worth’s, if he has one, as I suppose he has/ 

‘ Oh, certainly; his address is-’ 

* Oh, you know it, do you ?’ 

Edith blushed as she realized what she had said; 

then she remarked : 

‘ Is there any harm in my knowing the business 

address of Mr. Wentworth ?’ 

* Oh, not at all—not at all. I merely wondered 

how you happened to know his address, when I 

didn’t.’ 
* Well, it doesn’t matter how I know it. I am glad 
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you are going to join him, and I am sure you will be 

successful. Will you see them to-morrow ?’ 

‘ I think so. I shall call on Wentworth and have a 

talk with him about it. Of course we may not be 

able to come to a workable arrangement. If not, it 

really does not matter very much. But if I can make 

satisfactory terms with them, I will help them to form 

their company.’ 
When Edith went to her own room she wrote a note. 

It was addressed to George Wentworth in the City, 

but above that address was the name John Kenyon. 

She said: 

* Dear Mr. Kenyon, 
‘ I was certain at the time you spoke that my 

cousin was not so much at fault in forgetting his con¬ 

versation as you thought. We had a talk to-night 

about the mine, and when he calls upon you to¬ 

morrow, as he intends to do, I want you to know that 

I said nothing whatever to him of what you told me. 

He mentioned the subject first. I wanted you to know 

this because you might feel embarrassed when you met 

him by thinking I had sent him to you. That is not 

at all the case. He goes to you of his own accord, 

and I am sure you will find his assistance in forming 

a company very valuable. I am glad to think you will 

be partners. 

‘Yours very truly, 

‘ Edith Longworth.’ 

She gave this letter to her maid to post, and young 

Longworth met the maid in the hall with the letter in 

her hand. He somehow suspected, after the foregoing 

conversation, to whom the letter was addressed. 
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* Where are you going with that ?’ 

‘ To the post, sir.’ 

‘ I am going out; to save you the trouble I will 

take it.’ 

After passing the corner, he looked at the address on 

the envelope ; then he swore to himself a little. If he 

had been a villain in a play he would have opened the 

letter; but he did not. He merely dropped it into the 

first pillar-box he came to, and in due time it reached 

John Kenyon. 

CHAPTER XX. 

Although Jennie Brewster arrived in London angry 

with the world in general, and with several of its in¬ 

habitants in particular, she soon began to revel in the 

delights of the great city. It was so old that it was 

new to her, and she visited Westminster Abbey and 

other of its ancient landmarks in rapid succession. 

The cheapness of the hansoms delighted her, and she 

spent most of her time dashing about in cabs. She 

put up at one of the big hotels, and ordered many new 

dresses at a place in Regent Street. She bought most 

of the newspapers, morning and evening, and declared 

she could not find an interesting article in any of 

them. From her point of view they were stupid and 

unenterprising, and she resolved to run down the 

editor of one of the big dailies when she got time, 

interview him, and discover how he reconciled it with 

his conscience to publish so dull a sheet every day. 

She wrote to her editor in New York that London, 

though a slow town, was full of good material, and 

that nobody had touched it in the writing line since 
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Dickens’ time ; therefore she proposed to write a series 

of articles on the Metropolis that would wake them up 

a bit. The editor cabled to her to go ahead, and she 

went. 

Jennie engaged a chaperon, and took great satis¬ 

faction in this unwonted luxury. It had been inti¬ 

mated to her that Lady Willow was a sort of society 

St. Peter, who held keys that would open the gates of 

the social heaven, if she were sufficiently recompensed. 

Of all the ancient landmarks of England, none attracted 

Jennie so much as the aristocracy, and although she 

had written to New York for letters of introduction 

that would be useful in London, she was too impatient 

to await their arrival. Thus she came to secure the 

services of Lady Willow, the widow of Sir Debenham 

Willow, who had died abroad, insolvent, some years 

before, mourned by the creditors he left behind him. 

Jennie was suspicious about the title, and demanded 

convincing proofs of its genuineness before she engaged 

Lady Willow. She was amazed that any real lady 

would, as it were, sell her social influence at so much 

a week; but, as Lady Willow was equally astonished 

that an American girl earned her livelihood by writing 

for the papers, the surprise of the one found its counter¬ 

part in the wonder of the other. 

Lady Willow thought all American girls were born 

daughters of millionaires, in accordance with some 

unexplained Western by-law of nature, and imagined 

that their sole object in desiring to enter London 

society was to purchase for themselves a more or less 

expensive scion of the aristocracy; she was therefore 

inclined to resent meeting a shrewd young woman ap¬ 

parently determined on getting the value for her money. 
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‘ It is not my custom to chaffer about terms,’ said 

Lady Willow with much dignity. 

* It is mine,’ replied Jennie complacently ; ‘ I always 

like to know what I am buying, and the price I am to 

pay for it.’ 

* You are dealing with me,’ said the lady, rising in¬ 

dignantly, ‘ as if you were engaging a cook. I am 

sure we would not suit each other at all.’ 

* Please sit down, Lady Willow, and don’t be 

offended. Let us talk it over in an amicable manner, 

even if we come to no arrangement. I think a cook 

an exceedingly important person, and I assure you I 

would treat one in the most deferential manner; while 

with you, on the other hand, I talk in an open and 

frank way, as between friend and friend. I take it that 

you and I are somewhat similarly situated. We are 

neither of us rich, and so we have each of us to earn 

the money we need in our own way. It would be dis¬ 

honest if I pretended to you that I was wealthy, and 

then couldn’t pay what you expected after you had 

done all you could for me—now, wouldn’t it ? Very 

well, if you have anjmne else to chaperon who can 

afford to pay more than I can, you shouldn’t bother 

about me at all, but secure a richer client.’ 

Lady Willow remembered that this was not the 

season when rich clients abounded; so she smothered 

her resentment, and sat down again. 

‘That’s right,’ said Jennie ; ‘we’ll have a nice quiet 

talk, whatever comes of it. Now, if you like, I could 

write a lovely article about you in the Sunday Argus, 

and then all rich girls who come over here would go 

direct to you.’ 

‘ Oh dear ! oh dear!’ cried Lady Willow^ evidently 
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inexpressibly shocked at the idea, * you would surely 

never do so cruel a thing as that ? If my friends knew 

I chaperoned young ladies and took money for it, I 

would never be allowed to enter their doors again.’ 

‘Ah, I didn’t think of that. Of course it wouldn’t 

do. What a curious thing it is that those who want 

to be written up in the papers generally never see their 

names in print; while those who don’t want to have 

anything said about them are the people the reporters 

are always after.’ 

‘ Do you write for the papers, then ?’ 

‘ For one of them.’ 

‘How dreadful!’ said Lady Willow, rising again, 

with an air of finality about her movement. It was 

evident that any dealings with this American girl were 

out of the question. 

‘ Do sit down again, Lady Willow. We will take it 

that I am hopelessly ineligible, and so say no more 

about it; but I do want to have a talk with you.’ 

‘ But you will write something-’ 

‘ I shall not write a word about you or about any¬ 

thing you tell me. You see, your profession is as 

strange to me as mine is to you.’ 

‘ My profession ? I have none.’ 

‘Well, whatever you call it. I mean the way in 

which you make your money.’ 

Lady Willow sighed, and the tears came into her eyes. 

‘ You little know, my child, to what straits one may 

come who is left unprovided for, and who has to do the 

best to keep up appearances.’ 

Jennie sprang up instantly and took the unresisting 

hand of the elder woman, smoothing it with her own 

caressingly. 
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* Why, of course I know,’ she cried, with a little 

quaver in her voice; ‘ and there is nothing more 

terrible on earth than lack of money. If there was 

a single really civilized country in existence, it would 

make provision for its women. Every woman should 

be assured enough to live on, merely because she is a 

woman. If England had put aside as much for its 

women as it has spent in the last hundred years on 

foolish wars, or if America had made a fund of what 

its politicians have been allowed to steal, the women 

of both barbarous countries might have been provided 

with incomes that would at least keep them from the 

fear of want.’ 

Lady Willow seemed more alarmed than comforted 

by the vehemence of Miss Brewster. She said hesi¬ 

tatingly : 

* I’m afraid you have some very strange ideas, my 

dear.’ 

‘ Perhaps; but I have one idea that isn’t strange: 

it is that you are going to take charge of a lonesome, 

friendless girl for a few weeks at least—until the rich 

pork-packer’s daughter from Chicago comes along, and 

she won’t be here for a month or two yet. We won’t 

say a word about terms ; I’ll pay you all that’s left over 

from my hansom fares.’ 

‘ I shall be very happy to do what I can for you, my 

dear.’ 
Lady Willow had softened towards her fair client, 

and had now adopted a somewhat motherly tone with 

her, which Jennie evidently liked. 
‘ I will try and be very little trouble to you, although I 

shall probably ask you ever so many questions. All I 

really want is merely to see the Zoo, hear the animals 
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roar, and watch them being fed. I have no ambition 

to steal any of them/ 

‘ Oh, that will be easily done,’ said Lady Willow in 

surprise. ‘We can get tickets from one of the Fellows 

of the Zoological Society which will admit us on 

Sunday, when there are but few people there.’ 

Jennie laughed merrily. 

‘ I mean the social Zoo, Lady Willow; I have visited 

the other already. Please do not look so shocked at 

me, and don’t be afraid ; I really talk very nicely when 

I am in society, and I am sure you will not be in the 

least ashamed of me. You see, I haven’t had a soul 

to speak with since I came to London, so I think I 

ought to be allowed a little latitude at first.’ 

Lady Willow so far relaxed her dignity as to smile, 

although a little dubiously; and Jennie joyfully pro¬ 

claimed that their compact was sealed and that she 

was sure they would be great friends. 

‘ Now you must tell me what I am to do,’ she con¬ 

tinued. ‘ I suppose dresses are the most important 

preliminaries when one is meditating a siege on society. 

Well, I’ve ordered ever so many, so that’s all right. 

What’s the next thing?’ 

‘Yes, dress is important; but I think the first 

thing to do is to choose pleasant rooms somewhere. 

You can’t stay at this hotel, you know ; besides, it must 

be very expensive.’ 

‘Yes, it is rather; but it is so handy and central.’ 

‘ It is not central for society.’ 

‘ Oh, isn’t it ? I was thinking of Westminster Abbey 

and Trafalgar Square, and that sort of thing. Besides, 

there’s always a nice hansom right at the door when¬ 

ever one wants to go out.’ 
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* Oh, but you mustn’t ride in hansoms, you know!’ 

‘ Why ? I thought the aristocracy—the very highest 

—rode in hansoms.’ 

* Some of them have private hansoms; but that’s a 

very different thing.’ 

‘ And I heard somewhere that most of the hansoms 

in London are owned by the aristocracy. I am sure I 

rode in one belonging to the Marquis of Something—I 

forget his name. I don’t suppose the Marquis himself 

drove it. Perhaps it was driven by his hired man; but 

the driver "was such a nice young fellow, and he gave 

me a lot of information. He told me that the Marquis 

owned the hansom ; for I asked him whose it was. I 

thought perhaps it belonged to the driver. I’ll give 

up the hotel willingly, but I don’t know about hansoms. 

I’m afraid to promise ; for I feel sure I’ll hail a hansom 

automatically the moment I go out alone. So we 

will postpone the hansom question until later. Now, 

where would you recommend me to stay while in 

London ?’ 

‘ You could stop with me if you liked. I have not a 

large house; but there is room for one or two friends, 

and it is in a very good locality.’ 

‘ Oh, that will be delightful. I suppose the correct 

address on one’s notepaper is everything, almost as 

good as a coat-of-arms—if they use coats-of-arms as 

letter-heads ; and there is a difference between Drury 

and Park when they precede the word “ Lane.” ’ 

The two ladies speedily came to an understanding 

that was satisfactory to each of them, and Lady Willosv 

found, to the no small comforting of her dignity, that, 

although she came to the hotel in the attitude of one 

who, if it may be so expressed, sought a favour, the 
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impetuous eagerness of the younger woman had so 

changed the situation that the elder lady now left with 

the gratifying self-complacency of a generous person 

who has conferred a boon. Nor was her condescension 

without its reward, both material and intellectual, for 

not only did Jennie pay her way with some lavishness, 

but her immediate social success was flattering to Lady 

Willow as the introducer of a Transatlantic cousin so 

bright and vivacious. 

So great an impression did Jennie make upon the 

more susceptible portion of the young men she met 

under Lady Willow’s chaperonage, that even the 

rumour which got abroad, that she had no money, 

did not damp the devotion of all of them. Lord 

Frederick Bingham was quite as assiduous in his 

attentions as if she were the greatest heiress that ever 

crossed the ocean to exchange dubiously-won gold for 

a title founded by some thief in the Middle Ages, thus 

bringing ancient and modern villainy into juxta¬ 

position. 

Lady Willow saw Lord Frederick’s preference with 

pleasurable surprise. Although she did not altogether 

approve of the damsel in her care, she had become 

very fond of her; but she failed to see why Jennie 

was so much sought after, when other girls, almost 

as pretty and much more eligible, were neglected. 

She hinted delicately to the young woman one day 

that perhaps her visit to England would not be, after 

all, so futile. 

‘ I don’t think I understand you,’ said Jennie. 

‘ Well, my dear, with a little tact on your part, I’m 

not at all sure but Lord Frederick Bingham might 

propose.’ 
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Jennie, who was putting on her gloves, paused and 

looked at Lady Willow, with a merry twinkle in her 

eyes, and a demure smile hovering about the corners 

of her mouth. 

* Do you imagine, then, that I have come over here 

to ensnare some poor unprotected nobleman—with 

a display of tact ? Oh dear me ! As if tact had any¬ 

thing to do with it! Never, never, never, Lady 

Willow ! I wouldn’t marry an Englishman if he were 

the last man left on earth.’ 

‘Many Englishmen are very nice, my dear,’ pro¬ 

tested Lady Willow gently, with a deep sigh, for she 

thought of her own husband, who, having been all 

his life an irreclaimable reprobate, had commanded 

her utmost affection while he lived, and was the object 

of her tenderest regret now that he had taken his 

departure from a world that had never appreciated his 

talents ; although its influence was, in the estimation of 

the widow, entirely to blame for those shortcomings 

which Sir Debenham had been unable to conceal. 

‘ And yet,’ continued Jennie inconsequently, as she 

buttoned her glove, ‘ I do adore a title; I wonder 

why that is ? I suppose no woman is ever at heart a 

republican, and if the United States is to be wrecked, 

it is the women who will do the wrecking, and start a 

monarchy. I have no doubt the men would let us 

proclaim an empire now if they imagined it would 

please us.’ 

‘ I thought you were all sovereigns over there 

already,’ said Lady Willow. 

* Oh, we are, but that’s just the trouble. There is 

too much competition in the queen business ; there are 

too many of us, and so we exchange our sovereignty 

12 
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for the lesser titles of duchesses and countesses and 

all that. 

It is no trivial thing, I ween, 
To be a regular Royal Queen. 
No half and half affair, I mean, 

But a right down regular, regular regular regular Royal Queen." 

I don’t know that the words are right, but the sentiment 

is there. Oh dear me ! I’m afraid I’m becoming quite 

English, you know.’ 

' I don’t see many signs of it,’ said Lady Willow, 

smiling in spite of herself as her voluble companion 

sang and danced about the room. 

‘Come, Lady Willow,’ cried Jennie, ‘get on your 

things ; I am going to a City bank to cash a cheque, 

and I warn you that I will take a hansom. Lord 

Freddie agrees with me that a hansom is the jolliest 

kind of vehicle: please don’t frown at me, Lady 

Willow—“jolliest” is Lord Freddie’s word, not mine.’ 

‘ What I didn’t like,’ said Lady Willow, with as near 

an approach to severity as the kindly woman could 

assume, ‘was your calling him Lord Freddie.’ 

‘ Oh, that’s his phrase, too! He says everybody 

calls him Lord Freddie. But come along, and I’ll call 

him Lord—Frederick—Bingham,’ with a voice of awe 

and appropriate pauses between the words. ‘ He 

always seems so trivial compared with his name; he 

reminds me of a salesman at a remnant counter, and I 

don’t wonder everybody calls him Lord Freddie. I’m 

afraid I’m a disappointed woman, Lady Willow. I 

suppose the men have retrograded since armour went 

out of fashion ; they had to be big and strong then 

to carry so much hardware. Of course it makes a 

difference to a man whether his tailor cuts him a suit 
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out of broadcloth or out of sheet iron. Yes, I begin to 

suspect that I’ve come to England several centuries 
too late.’ 

Lady Willow was too much shocked at these 

frivolous remarks to make any reply, so, attempting 

none, she went to her room to prepare for her trip to 
the City. 

Leaving Lady Willow in the hansom, Jennie entered 

the bank and got the white notes, generally alluded to 

in fiction as ‘ crisp,’ stuffing them with greater careless¬ 

ness than their value warranted into her purse. She 

took from this receptacle of her wealth a bit of paper 

on which was written an address, and this she looked 

at for some moments before leaving the bank. On 

reaching the hansom, she handed up the slip of paper 

to the driver. 

‘ Do you know where that is ?’ she asked. 

‘ Yes, miss ; it is just round the corner.’ 

‘Well, drive to the opposite side of the street, and 

stop where I can see the door of No. 23.’ 

‘ Very good, miss.’ 

Arriving nearly opposite No. 23, the driver pulled up. 

Jennie looked across at the doorway where many 

hurrying men were entering and leaving. It was a 

large building evidently filled with offices; the girl 

drew a deep breath, but made no motion to leave the 

hansom. 

‘ Have you business here, too ?’ asked Lady Willow, 

to whom the City was an unknown land, the rush 

and noise of which were unpleasantly bewildering. 

‘ No,’ said Jennie, with a doleful note in her voice, 

‘ this is not business ; it is pleasure. I want to sit here 

for a few minutes and think.’ 
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‘ But, my dear child,’ expostulated Lady Willow, 

‘ you can’t think in this babel; besides, the police will 

not allow the hansom to stand here unless one of us is 

shopping, or has business in an office.’ 

‘ Then, dear Lady Willow, do go shopping for ten 

minutes ; I saw some lovely shops just down the street. 

Here are five pounds, and if you see anything that I 

ought to have, buy it for me. One must think now 

and then, you know. Our thoughts are like the letters 

we receive; we need to sort them out periodically, and 

discard those that we don’t wish to keep. I want to 

rummage over my thoughts and see whether some of 

them are to be abandoned or not.’ 

When Lady Willow left her, Jennie sat with her chin 

in her hands and her elbows on her knees gazing across 

at No. 23. The faces of none who went in or came out 

were familiar to her. Frequently glances were cast at 

her by passers-by, but she paid no heed to the crowd, 

nor to the fleeting admiration her pretty face aroused in 

many a flinty stockbroking breast, if, indeed, she was 

conscious of the attention she received. She awoke 

from her reverie when Lady Willow stepped into the 

hansom. 

‘ What, back already ?’ she cried. 

f I have been away for a quarter of an hour,’ said the 

elder woman reproachfully. ‘ Besides, the money is all 

spent, and here are the parcels.’ 

‘ Money doesn’t go far in the City, does it ?’ said 

Jennie. 

‘ Why, what’s the matter with you, my dear ?’ asked 

the elder woman; ‘your voice sounds as if you had been 

crying.’ 

‘Nonsense! What an idea! This street reminds 
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me so of Broadway that I have become quite homesick, 

that’s all. I think I’ll go back to New York.’ 

‘ Have you met somebody from over there ?’ 

* No, no. I’ve seen no one I knew.’ 

‘ Did you expect to ?’ 

‘ Perhaps.’ 

‘ I didn’t know you had any friends in the City.’ 

‘ I haven’t. He’s an enemy.’ 

‘ Really ? An enemy who was once a friend ?’ 

* Yes. Why do you ask so many questions ?’ 

Lady Willow took the girl’s hand, and said 
soothingly : 

‘ I am sorry there was a misunderstanding.' 

‘ So am I,’ agreed Jennie. 

CHAPTER XXI. 

When John Kenyon entered the office of his friend 

next morning, Wentworth said to him : 

‘ Well, what luck with the Longworths ?’ 

‘No luck at all,’ was the answer; ‘the young man 

seemed to have forgotten all about our conversation on 

board the steamer, and the old gentleman takes no 

interest in the matter.’ 

Wentworth hemmed and tapped on the desk with 

the end of his lead pencil. 

‘ I never counted much on that young fellow,’ he 

said at last. * What appeared to be his reason ?’ 

* I don’t know exactly. He didn’t give any reason. 

He merely said that he would have nothing to do with 

it, after having got me to tell him what our option on 

the mine was.’ 
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‘ Why did you tell him that ?’ 

* Well, it seemed, after I had talked to him a little, 

that there was some hope of his going in with us. I 

told him point-blank that I didn’t care to say at what 

figure we had the option unless he was going in with 

us. He said of course he couldn’t consider the matter 

at all unless he knew to what he was committed; and 

so I told him.’ 

‘ And what excuse did he make for not joining us ?’ 

* Oh, he merely said he thought he would have nothing 

to do with it.’ 

‘ Now, what do you imagine his object was in pump¬ 

ing you if he had no intention of taking an interest in 

the mine ?’ 

‘ I’m sure I don’t know. I do not understand that 

sort of man at all. In fact, I feel rather relieved he is 

going to have nothing to do with it. I distrust him.’ 

‘ That’s all very well, John, you are prejudiced against 

him; but you know the name of Longworth would 

have a very great effect upon the minds of other City 

men. If we can get the Longworths into this, even for a 

small amount, I am certain that we shall have very little 

trouble in floating the company/ 

‘Well, all I can say is, my mission to the Long- 

worths was a failure. Have you looked over the 

papers ?’ 

‘ Oh yes, and that reminds me. The point on which 

the whole scheme turns is the availability of the mineral 

for the making of china, isn’t it ?’ 

‘ That is so.’ 

‘ Well, look at this letter; it came this morning.’ 

He tossed the letter over to Kenyon, who read it, and 

then asked : 
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‘ Who’s Adam Brand ? He doesn’t know what he is 

talking about.’ - 

‘Ah, but the trouble is that he does. No man in 

England better, I should imagine. He is the manager 

and part owner of the big Scranton china works. I 

went to see Melville of that company yesterday. He 

could tell me nothing about the mineral, but kept the 

specimen I gave him, and told 'ne he would show it to 

the manager when he came irv. Brand is the manager 

of the works, and if anybody knows the value of the 

mineral, he ought to be the man.’ 

‘ Nevertheless,’ said Kenyon, * he is mistaken.’ 

‘ That is just the point of the whole matter—is he ? 

The mineral is either valueless, as he says, or he is 

telling a deliberate lie for some particular purpose; 

and I can’t see, for the life of me, why a stranger 

should rot only tell a falsehood, but write it on 

paper. Now, John, what do you know about china 

manmacture ?’ 

* I know very little indeed about it.’ 

‘ Very well, then, how can you put your knowledge 

against this man’s, who is a practical manufacturer ?’ 

Kenyon looked at Wentworth, who was evidently 

not feeling in the best of humours. 

* Do you mean to say, George, that I do not know 

what I am talking about when I tell you that this 

mineral is valuable for a certain purpose ?’ 

‘ Well, you have just admitted that you know nothing 

about the china trade.’ 
‘ Not “ nothing,” George—I know something about 

it; but what I do understand is the value of minerals. 

The reason I know anything at all about china 

manufacture is simply because I learned that this 
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mineral is one of the most important components of 

china.’ 

‘ Then why did that man write such a letter ?’ 

‘ I’m sure I don’t know. As you saw the man, you 

can judge better than I whether he would tell a 

deliberate falsehood, or whether he was merely 

ignorant.’ 

‘ I didn’t see Brand at all; I saw Melville. Mel¬ 

ville was to submit this mineral to Brand, and let me 

know what he thought about it. Of course, everything 

depends upon the value of it in the china trade.’ 

* Of course.’ 

‘ Very well then, I took the only way that was open 

to me to find out what practical men say about it. If 
they say they will have nothing to do with it, then we 

might as well give up our mining scheme and send back 

our option to Mr. Von Brent.’ 

Kenyon read the letter again, and pondered deeply 

over it. 

‘You see, of course,’ said George once more, ‘ every¬ 

thing hinges on that, don’t you ?’ 

‘ I certainly see that.’ 

‘ Then, what have you to say ?’ 

* I have to say this—that I shall have to take a trip 

among the china works of Great Britain. I think it 

would be a good plan if you were to write to the 

different manufacturers in the United States and find 

out how much they use of it. There is no necessity 

for sending the mineral. They have to use that, and 

nothing else will do. Find out from them, if you can, 

how much of it they need, what price they will pay for 

pure material, and what they pay for the impure 

material they use now.’ 
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* How do you know, John, that there are not a dozen 

mines with that material in them ?’ 

* How do I know ? Well, if you want to impugn my 

knowledge of mineralogy, I wish you would do so 

straight out. I either know my business or I do not. 

If you think I do not, then leave this matter entirely 

alone. I tell you that what I say about this mineral 

is true. What I say about its scarcity is true. There 

are no other mines with mineral so pure as this.’ 

* I am perfectly satisfied when you say that, but you 

must remember those who are going to put their money 

in this company will not be satisfied. They must have 

the facts and figures down before them, and they are 

not going to take either your word or mine as to the 

value of the mineral. Your proposal about seeing the 

different manufactories is good. I would act upon it 

at once, if I were you. We must have the opinions of 

practical men set forth clearly before we can make a 

move in the matter. Now, how much of this mineral 

have you got ?’ 

‘ Only the few lumps I took with me in my port¬ 

manteau. The barrel full of it which we got at 

Burntpine has not arrived yet. I suppose it came by 

slow steamer, and is probably on the ocean still.’ 

‘ Very good. Take what specimens you have, go to 

the North, and see those manufacturers. Get, in some 

way or another, whether from the principals or from 

the subordinates, the price they pay for it, and the cost 

of removing the adulteration from the stuff they employ 

now; because that is really the material we come into 

competition with. It is not with their first raw' 

material, but with their material as cleared from the 

deleterious foreign substances, that we have to deal. 
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Find out exactly what it costs to do this purifying, and 

then, when you get your facts and figures, I will arrange 

them for you in the best order. Meanwhile, as you 

suggest, I will learn what manufactories there are in 

the States. Nothing can be done except that until 

you come back, and, if I were you, I should leave at 

once.’ 

‘ I am quite ready. I don’t want to lose any further 

time.’ 

So John Kenyon departed, and was soon on his way 

to the North, with a list of china manufactories in his 

note-book. 

That afternoon Wentworth got the letters off by the 

American mail, and he felt that they were doing 

business as rapidly as could be expected. Next 

morning there was a letter for John Kenyon addressed 

to the care of Wentworth, and by a later mail there 

came a letter to Wentworth himself from John, who 

had reached his first district and had had an interview 

already with the manager of the works. He found 

the mineral was all he had expected, and they would 

be glad to take a certain quantity each year at a 

specified rate. This letter Wentworth filed away with 

a smile of satisfaction, and then he began again to 

wonder why Adam Brand, representing such a well- 

known manufactory, should have written a deliberate 

falsehood. Before he had time to fathom this mystery, 

the office-boy announced that a gentleman wished to 

see him, and handed Wentworth a card which bore 

the name of William Longworth. Wentworth arched 

his eyebrows as he looked at it. 

‘ Ask the gentleman to step in, please/ he said ; and 

the gentleman stepped in. 
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4 How are you, Mr. Wentworth ? I suppose you 

remember me, although I did not see much of you on 

board the steamer.’ 

4 I remember you perfectly,’ replied Wentworth. 

4 Won’t you sit down ?’ 

4 Thank you. I did not know where to find Mr. 

Kenyon, and so, being aware that both of you were 

interested in this mica-mine, I called to see you with 

reference to it.’ 

4 Indeed ! I understood Mr. Kenyon to say that he 

had called upon you, and that you had decided to 

have nothing to do with it.’ 

4 I hardly think he was justified in saying anything 

quite so definite. I got from him such particulars as 

he cared to give. He is not a very communicative 

man at the best, but he told me something about it, 

and I have been thinking over his proposal. I have 

now concluded to help you in this matter, if you care 

to have my aid. Perhaps, however, things have got to 

such a stage that you do not wish any assistance ?’ 

4 On the contrary, we have done very little. Mr. 

Kenyon is just now among the china manufactories in 

the North, finding out what demand there will be in 

England for this mineral.’ 

4 Ah, I see. Have you had reports from him yet ?’ 

4 Nothing further than a letter this morning, which 

is very satisfactory.’ 

‘There is no question, then, about the mineral being 

useful in the china trade ?’ 

4 No question whatever.’ 

‘Well, I am glad of that. Now, Mr. Kenyon spoke 

to me on the steamer of going in share and share alike; 

that is, you taking a third, he taking a third, and I 
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taking a third. We did not go very minutely into 

particulars, but I suppose we each share the expense 

in the same way—the preliminary expenses, I mean ?’ 

‘Yes,’ said Wentworth; ‘that would be the arrange¬ 

ment, I imagine.’ 

* Well, have you the authority to deal with me in 

the matter, or would it be better for me to wait until 

Kenyon comes back ?’ 

‘We can settle everything here and now.’ 

‘Very good. Would you have any objection to my 

seeing the papers that relate to the mine ? I should 

like to get the figures of the output as nearly as possible, 

and any other particulars you may have that would 

enable me to estimate the value of the property. Also 

I should like to see a copy of the option, or the original 

document by which you hold the mine.’ 

‘ Certainly; I shall be very pleased to give you all 

the information in my power.’ Wentworth turned to 

his desk and wrote for a few moments, then blotted 

the paper he had been writing, and handed it to Long- 

worth. ‘You have no objection, before this is done, 

to signing this document, have you ?’ 

Longworth adjusted his one eyeglass and looked at 

the paper, which read : ‘ I hereby agree to do my best 

to form a limited liability company for the purpose 

of taking over the Ottawa Mica-mine. I agree to pay 

my share of the expenses, a-nd to accept one-third of 

the profits.’ 

‘ No, I don’t object to sign this, though I think it 

should be a little more definite. I think it should 

state that the liability I incur is to be one-third of the 

whole preliminary expenses, the other two-thirds to be 

paid by Kenyon and yourself; and that, in return, I 
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am to get one-third of the profits, the other two-thirds 

going to yourself and Kenyon. I think it should also 

state the amount of the capital of the new company; 

two hundred thousand pounds was suggested, if I 

remember rightly.’ 

‘Very well,’ answered Wentworth; ‘I will rewrite 

that in accordance with your wishes.’ 

This he did, and Longworth, again adjusting his 

eyeglass, read it. 

‘Now,’ he said, ‘as we are so formal about the 

matter, perhaps it would be as well for you to give me 

a note which I can keep, setting forth these same 

particulars.’ 

‘Undoubtedly,’ said Wentworth, ‘I shall do that. 

Probably it would be better for you to write the docu¬ 

ment to suit your own views, and I will sign it/ 

‘ Oh no, not at all. Write whatever is embodied 

there, so that you will have one paper and I the other.’ 

This was done. 

‘ Now then,’ said Longworth, ‘when does your option 

run ojut ?’ 

Wentworth named the date. 

‘ Who is the owner of the mine ?’ 

‘ It is owned by the Austrian Mining Company, 

headquarters at Vienna, and the option is signed by a 

Mr. Von Brent, of Ottawa, who is manager of the 

mine and one of the owners.’ 

‘ You are perfectly certain that he has every right to 

sell the mine ?’ 

‘ Yes ; Mr. Kenyon’s lawyer saw to that while he was 

in Ottawa.’ 
‘ And you are sure, also, that your option is a 

thoroughly legal instrument ?’ 
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‘ We are sure of that.’ 

‘ Has it been examined by a London solicitor ?’ 

‘ It has been submitted to a Canadian lawyer. The 

bargain was made in Canada, and it will have to be 

carried out in Canada, under the laws of Canada.’ 

‘ Still, don’t you think it would be just as well to get 

the opinion of an English lawyer on it ?’ 

‘ I think that would be an unnecessary expense. 

However, if you wish to have that done, we will do it.’ 

4 Yes ; I think we shall need to have the opinion of 

a good lawyer upon it before we submit it to the stock¬ 

holders.’ 

‘ Very well, I will have it done. Is there anyone 

whom you wish to give an opinion on it ?’ 

‘ Oh, it is a matter of indifference to me; your own 

solicitor would do as well as anyone else. Perhaps, 

however, it will be better to have a legal adviser for 

the Mica Mining Company, Limited—we shall have to 

have one as we go on—and it might be as well to 

submit the document to whomever we are going to 

place in that position. It will not increase the legal 

expenses at all, or at least by only a very trifling 

amount. Have you anyone to suggest ?’ 

‘ I have not thought about the matter,’ said Went¬ 
worth. 

4 Suppose you let me look up a firm who will answer 

our purpose ? My uncle is sure to know the right men, 

and that will be something towards my share of forming 
the company.’ 

4 Very good,’said Wentworth; ‘that will be satis¬ 
factory to me.’ 

4 Now, there is a good deal to be done in the forming 

of a company, and it is going to take three men a good 
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deal of time, besides some expense. What do you say 

to letting me look up offices ?’ 

‘ Do you think it is necessary to have offices ?’ 

‘ Oh, certainly. A great deal depends, in this sort of 

thing, on appearances. We shall need to get offices in 

a good locality.’ 

‘ To tell the truth, Mr. Longworth, Kenyon and I 

have not very much money, and we do not want to 

enter into any expense that is needless.’ 

‘ My dear sir, it is not needless. This business is 

one of those things into which, if you go boldly, you 

win; while if you go gingerly, on the economical plan, 

you lose everything. Of course, if there is to be a 

scarcity of cash, I shall have nothing to do with the 

scheme, because I know how these half-economically 

worked affairs turn out. I have seen too much of 

them. We are making a strike for sixty thousand 

pounds each. That is a sum worth risking some¬ 

thing for, and, if you will believe me, you will not get 

it unless you venture something for it.’ 

‘ I suppose that is true.’ 

‘Yes, it is very true. Of course I’ve had more 

experience in matters of this kind than either of you, 

and I know we shall have to get good offices, with 

a certain prosperous look about them. People are 

very much influenced by appearances. Now, if you 

like, I will see to getting the offices and to engaging a 

solicitor. Every step must be taken under legal advice, 

otherwise we may get into a very bad tangle and spend 

a great deal more money in the end.’ 

‘ Very well,’ said Wentworth. ‘ Is there anything 

else you can suggest V 
‘Not just at present; nothing need be done until 
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Kenyon comes back, and then we can have a meeting 

to see what is the best way to proceed.’ 

Longworth then looked over the papers, took a note 

of some things mentioned in the option, and finally 

said: 

‘ I wish you would get these papers copied for me ; 

I suppose you have someone in the office who can 

do it ?’ 

‘ Yes.’ 

‘ Then just have duplicates made of each of them. 

Good-morning, Mr. Wentworth.’ 

Wentworth mused for a few moments over the un¬ 

expected turn affairs had taken. He was very glad to 

get the assistance of Longworth; the name itself was 

a tower of strength in the City. Then, Kenyon’s letter 

from the North was encouraging. Thinking of the 

letter brought the writer of it to his mind, so he took 

a telegraph-form from his desk, and wrote a message to 

the address given on the letter: 

‘ Everything right. Longworth has joined us, and 

signed papers to assist in forming company.’ 

‘There,’ he said, as he sent the boy out with the 

message, ‘ that will cheer up old John when he gets it.’ 

CHAPTER XXII, 

When John Kenyon returned from the North and 

entered the office of his friend Wentworth, he found 

that gentleman and young Longworth talking in the 

outer room. 
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‘There’s a letter for you on my desk,’ said Went¬ 

worth, after shaking hands with him. ‘ I’ll be there in 

a minute.’ 

Kenyon entered the room and found the letter. 

Then he did a very unbusinesslike thing. He pressed 

the writing to his lips and placed the letter in his 

pocket-book. This act deserves mention because it is 

an unusual thing in the City. As a general rule, City 

men do not press business communications to their 

lips, and the letter John had received was entirely a 

business communication, relating only to the mine, 

and to William Longworth’s proposed connection with 

it. He wondered whether he should write an answer 

to it or not. 

He sat down at Wentworth’s desk, and came upon an 

obstacle at the very beginning. He did not know how 

to address the young woman. Whether to say ‘ My 

dear Miss Longworth,’ or * My dear madam,’ or 

whether to use the adjective ‘ dear ’ at all, was a puzzle 

to him ; and over this he was meditating when Went¬ 

worth came bustling in. 

‘Well,’ said the latter, as John tore into small pieces 

a sheet of notepaper and threw the bits into the waste¬ 

basket, ‘ how have you got on ? Your letters were very 

short indeed, but rather to the point. You seem to 

have succeeded.’ 

‘ Yes, I have succeeded very well. I have got all the 

figures and prices and everything else that it is neces¬ 

sary to have. I succeeded with everybody except 

Brand, who wrote that letter to you. I cannot make 

him out at all. He would give me no information, and 

he managed to prevent everyone else in his works from 

giving me any. He pooh-poohed the scheme—in fact, 

13 
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wouldn’t listen to it. He said it was not usual for men 

to give away information regarding their business, and 

in that, of course, he was perfectly justified ; but when 

I tried to argue with him as to whether this mineral was 

used in his manufactory or not, he would not listen. I 

asked him what he used in place of it, but he would not 

tell. All in all, he is a most extraordinary man, and I 

confess I do not understand him.’ 

‘ Oh, it doesn’t matter about him in the least. I was 

speaking with Longworth just now about that curious 

letter of his, and he agrees with me that it makes no 

difference. He says, what is quite true, that in every 

business you find some man with whom it is difficult to 

deal.’ 

‘Yes, that is so; but, still, he either uses this sub¬ 

stance or he does not. I can understand a man who 

says, “ We have no need for that, because we use 

another material.” But that is one of the things 

Brand does not say.’ 

‘Well, it is not worth while talking about him. By 

the way, you have all your figures and notes with you, 
I suppose ?’ 

‘Yes, I have everything.’ 

‘ Very well. Leave them with me, and I will get 

them into some sort of shape. Longworth says we 

shall have to have everything printed relating to this— 

your statements and all.’ 

‘ That will cost a great deal of money, will it not ?’ 

‘ Oh, not very much. It is necessary, it seems. We 

must have printed matter to give to those who make 

application for information. It would be impossible 

to explain personally to everybody who inquires, and 

to show them these documents.’ 



A WOMAN INTERVENES 195 

* Yes, I suppose so.’ 

‘ Longworth was just now speaking to me about 

offices he has seen, and he is anxious to secure them at 

once. He is attending to that matter.’ 

‘ Do you think we need an office ? Why could not 

the business be transacted here; or perhaps a room 

might be had on this floor that would do perfectly 

well; then we should be close together, and able to 

communicate when necessary.’ 

‘ Longworth seems to think differently. He says 

you must impress the public, and so he is going in for 

fine offices.’ 

‘ Yes ; but who is to pay for them ?’ 

‘ Why, we must, of course—you and Longworth 

and myself.’ 

‘ Have you the money?’ 

* I have a certain amount. I think we shall have 

enough to see it through, and if not, we can easily get it, 

and settle up when we finish the business.’ 

‘Well, you know I have no money to spare.’ 

‘ Oh, I know that well enough. Perhaps Longworth 

will see us through, for, as he says, this sort of thing 

can be spoilt by niggardliness. He has known, and so 

have I, many a business go to pieces because of false 

economy.’ 

‘ But it seems to me all this is needless expense. We 

only want to get a few moneyed men interested in our 

project, and if they are sensible men, they will look to 

the probability of getting a good dividend, not at fine 

offices.’ 
‘ Very well, John ; you get the men, and I shall be 

satisfied. I am sure I am as anxious to do this cheaply 

as you are. If you think you can go out and interest a 
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dozen or twenty-four men in the City, and persuade 

them to go in for our mine, I will cry “ Halt!” on our 

part until you do it. Will you try that ?’ 

Kenyon pondered for a few minutes, and then said: 

‘ I suppose that would be rather a difficult thing to do.’ 

* Yes, that is the way it strikes me. I do not know 

to whom I could go. Longworth is a good man, and 

we have gone to him. Now it seems to me, having got 

his assistance, the least we can do, unless we are pre¬ 

pared to produce the men ourselves forthwith, is to act 

as he wishes.’ 

‘ Yes, I quite appreciate that, and I also grasp the 

fact that too close economy is not the best thing; but, 

on the other hand, George, how are we to perform our 

part with Longworth ? His ideas of economy and 

yours may be vastly different. What is a mere trifle 

to him would bankrupt us !’ 

‘I know that. Well, he is coming here this after¬ 

noon at three. Suppose you manage to be in then, 

and talk with him. Meanwhile, I will go over the 

papers and get them into tabulated form.’ 

‘ Very well; I shall be here at three o’clock.’ 

It will hardly be credited that a business man like 

John Kenyon spent most of the time between that hour 

and three o’clock trying to compose a business letter in 

answer to the business communication he had received 

that morning. Yet such was the astonishing fact, and 

it showed, perhaps more than anything else, how utterly 

unfit Mr. John Kenyon was to join in a commercial 

undertaking in a city of hard-headed people. At last, 

however, the letter was posted, and Kenyon hurried 

away to be in time for his three-o’clock appointment. 

He found Wentworth and young Mr. Longworth 
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together, the latter looking more like a young man 

from the West End than a typical City business man. 

His monocle was in his eye, and it shone on Kenyon as 

he entered. It was evident something was troubling 

Wentworth, and it was equally evident that the some- 

thing, whatever it was, was not troubling young Long- 
worth. 

‘ You are late, John,’ was Wentworth’s greeting. 

‘ A little,’ he answered. ‘ I was detained.’ 

There was silence for a few moments, and Went¬ 

worth appeared to be waiting for Longworth to speak. 

At last Longworth said : 

‘ I have succeeded in getting very nice offices indeed, 

and I was telling Mr. Wentworth about them. You 

see, it is not very easy to engage offices in a good part 

of the City by the week. They do not care to let them 

in that way, because, while a weekly tenant is occupy¬ 

ing them, somebody else, who wants them for a longer 

time, might have to be Sent away.’ 

‘ Yes,’ said Kenyon in a non-committal manner. 

‘ Well, I have got just the offices we need, and have 

now set the men at putting gilt lettering on the 

windows. I have taken the offices in the name of 

“ The Canadian Mica Mining Company, Limited,” 

which I shall have on the plate-glass windows in a very 

short time. Now, Mr. Wentworth here seems to think 

the offices rather expensive. I have told him before 

what my ideas are in the matter of expense. Perhaps, 

before anything more is said on the subject, we ought 

to go and look at the rooms.’ 

‘ How much are they a week ?’ asked Kenyon. 

Young Mr. Longworth did not answer, because at 

that moment his monocle fell out of its place and had 
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to be adjusted again; but Wentworth jerked out the 

two words, ‘ Thirty pounds.’ 

‘A week ?’ cried John. 

‘Yes,’ said Longworth, after having succeeded in 

replacing the round bit of glass—‘yes; Mr. Went¬ 

worth seems to think that is rather high, but I defy 

him to get as fine offices in the City for anything less 

in price. It is merely ten pounds a week for each ot 

us. However, before you can judge of their dearness 

or cheapness, you must see them. If you ask me, I 

think they are a bargain.’ 

‘Very well,’ said Kenyon. ‘Have you the time, 

George ?’ 

Wentworth, without answering, shoved the papers 

into his desk and closed it. The three young men 

went out together, and after a short walk came to 

large plate-glass windows, where a man on a ladder 

was chalking the words‘The Canadian Mica Mining 

Company, Limited,’ in a semicircle. 

‘You see,’ said Longworth, ‘this is one of the very 

best situations in the City. As I said before, I doubt 

if you could get anything like it for the price.’ 

They could not deny the excellence of the position, 

or that the plate-glass looked very imposing and the 

gilt letters exceedingly fine ; but the cost of this running 

on perhaps for two or three months seemed to appal 

them. 

‘ Come inside,’ said young Longworth suavely; * I 

am sure you will be pleased with the rooms we have. 

You see,’ he said, entering and nodding to the carpen¬ 

ters who were at work there, ‘ this will be the front 

office, where the public is received. Here you have 

room for an accountant or two and your secretary. 
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The back-room, which you see is also well lighted, is 

just the spot for our people to meet. We will get in a 

large long table here, and a number of chairs, and 

there we are—capital directors’ room.’ 

‘ Does the thirty pounds a week include the furnish¬ 

ing of the place ?’ asked Kenyon. 

* Oh, bless you, no ! You surely couldn’t expect 

that ? We shall have to put in the furniture, of course.’ 

‘ And do you intend to put in desks and counter and 

everything of that sort here ?’ 

* Of course. Beside that, we will get in a large safe. 

There is nothing like a ponderous safe, with the name 

of the company in gilt letters on it, for impressing the 

general public.’ 

* And how much is the furnishing of this place to 

cost ?’ 

‘ Really, I don’t know that. The men I have engaged 

will do it very reasonably. They have done work for 

me before. You don’t get it done any cheaper by 

haggling about the price beforehand—I’ve found that 

out.’ 

‘ I do not see how we are to pay our share of all 

this,’ said Kenyon. 

‘ Nothing easier, my boy; I’ve arranged all that. I 

will pay them my third in cash when it is finished, and 

they have agreed to wait three months for the re¬ 

mainder. By that time you will have sixty thousand 

pounds each, and a little bill like this will be nothing 

to you.’ 

Kenyon looked grave. 

‘ It’s a little like counting your chickens,’ he said. 

* Ah, they’ll hatch all right,’ laughed Longworth. 

And then his eyeglass dropped out. 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

It is never wise to despise an enemy, no matter how 

humble he may be. The mouse liberated the enmeshed 

lion. Jennie Brewster should have been thankful that 

circumstances, working in her favour, had rendered her 

account of the discoveries she made about the mines 

unnecessary. She was saved the bitterness of acknow¬ 

ledged defeat by the cable despatch that awaited her 

at Queenstown, telling her not to forward her informa¬ 

tion. The letter she received from the editor of the 

Argus later explained the cable message. The Argus 

had obtained from a different source what purported to 

be an account of the reports on the mines, and this 

had been published. If Jennie’s contribution corrobo¬ 

rated this article, it was unnecessary ; if it contradicted 

what had been already published, then, of course, it 

was equally unavailable, for the Argus was a paper that 

never stultified itself by acknowledging an error. So 

the editor sent his correspondent a short cable message 

to save the expense of a long and costly despatch that 

would have been useless when it reached the Argus 

office. 

Instead, however, of being grateful to the stars that 

fought so well for her, Jennie became bitterly resentful 

against Fleming, and hardly less so against Miss Long- 

worth. If it had not been for the meddling politician’s 

interference, Wentworth would never have discovered 

who she was, and the whole train of humiliating events 

that followed would not have taken place. She would 

have parted with Wentworth on a friendly basis, at 

least. She was forced, reluctantly, to admit to herself 
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that she liked Wentworth better than any young man 

she had ever before met; and now that there was little 

chance of seeing him again, her regret had become 

more and more poignant as time went on. He had 

told her all his hopes about the mica-mine before their 

unfortunate disaster, and had taken her into his confi¬ 

dence in a way, she felt sure, he had never done with 

any other woman. She saw the earnest look in his 

honest eyes whenever she closed her own, and this 

look haunted her day and night, alternating with the 

remembrance of that gaze of incredulous reproach with 

which he regarded her when he discovered her mission, 

which was even harder to bear than the recollection of 

his confidence and esteem. 

And the sting of the situation lay in the fact that it 

had all been so useless and unnecessary. She had 

wounded her friend and humiliated herself all for 

nothing. The rapid changes that had taken place in 

the newspaper office since she left, had rendered her 

sacrifices futile, and while she had buoyed herself up on 

shipboard by holding that she was merely doing her 

duty to her employers, even that consolation had been 

made naught by the editor’s letter. 

Thus it ever is in that kaleidoscopic, gigantic and fas¬ 

cinating lottery, the modern press. The sensation for 

which an editor to-day would sell his soul, is to-morrow 

worthless. The greatest fool in the office will some¬ 

times stumble stupidly upon the most important news 

of the day, while the cleverest reporter may be baffled 

in his constant fight against time, for the paper goes to 

press at a certain hour, and after that, effort is useless. 

The conductor of a great paper is like the driver of a 

Roman chariot; he needs a cool head and a strong 
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arm, with a clear eye that peers into the future, and that 

pays little heed to the victims of the whirling scythe- 

blades at the hub. He may overturn a Government or 

be himself thrown, by an unexpected jolt, under the 

wheels. The fiery steeds never stop, and when one 

drops the reins, another grasps them, to be in turn lost 

and forgotten in the mad race, wherein never a glance 

is cast to the rear. The best brains in the country 

are called into requisition, squeezed, and flung aside. 

With a lavish but indiscriminating hand are thrown 

broadcast fame and dishonour, riches and disaster. 

Unbribable in the ordinary sense of the word, the press 

will, for the accumulation of the smallest coins of the 

realm, exaggerate a cholera scare and paralyze the 

business of a nation; then it will turn on a corrupt 

Government and rend it, although millions might be 

made by taking another course. It is the terror of 

scoundrels and the despair of honest men. 

Jennie Brewster, in the midst of her unavailing regrets, 

clenched her little fist when she thought of Fleming. 

It is both customary and consoling to place the blame 

on other shoulders than our own. Human nature is 

such an erring quantity, that usually we can find a 

scapegoat among our fellow-beings, who can be made 

responsible for any misdeeds or failings which are so 

much a part of ourselves that they escape recognition. 

If Fleming had only attended his own business, as a 

man should, Wentworth would never have known that 

Jennie wrote for the Argus, and Jennie might have had 

a friend in London who would have added that spice 

of interest to her visit which usually accompanies the 

friendship of an agreeable young man for a girl so pretty 

and fascinating. 
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Fleming put up at the hotel that Jennie had at first 

selected, and now and then she met him in the ex¬ 

tensive halls of the great building; but she invariably 

passed him with the dignity of an offended queen, 

although the unfortunate man always took off his hat, 

and once or twice paused as if about to speak with her. 

On the last day of her stay at the hotel, she met 

Fleming oftener than ever before ; but it did not occur 

to her that the unhappy politician was lying in v^ait for 

her, never being able to muster up enough courage to 

address her when his opportunity came. At last a 

note was brought up to the room she occupied, from 

Fleming, in which he said that he would like to have a 

few moments’ conversation with her, and would wait 

for a reply. 

* Tell him there is no reply,’ said the girl to the 

messenger. 

It is sometimes well to know the point of view, even 

of an enemy, but Jenny was too angry with him to 

think of that. However, a politician, to be successful, 

must not be easily rebuffed, and as a rule he is not. 

Fleming, when he got the curt reply to his note, 

threw away his cigar, put on his hat, took the lift, 

passed through the long corridor, and knocked at 

Jennie’s door. 

The girl’s amazement at seeing her enemy there was 

so great that the obvious act of shutting the door in 

his face did not occur to her until it was too late, and 

Fleming had carelessly placed his large foot in the 

way of its closing. 

‘ How dare you come here, when I refused to see 

you ?’ she cried, with her eyes ablaze. 

‘ Oh, I understood the messenger to say I might 



204 A WOMAN INTERVENES 

come,’ replied the untruthful politician. * You see, it’s 

not a personal matter, but the very biggest sensation 

that ever went under the ocean on a cable, and I 

thought- Well, you know, I felt I had done you— 

quite unintentionally — a mean trick on board the 

Caloric, and this was kind of to make up for it, don’t 

you know.’ 

* You can never repair what you have done.’ 

‘ Oh yes, I can, Jennie.’ 

‘ I shall be obliged to you if you remember that my 

name is Miss Brewster,’ said the girl, drawing herself 

up ; but Fleming noticed, with relief, that since he had 

mentioned the sensation she had made no motion to 

close the door, while the eagerness of the newspaper 

woman was gradually replacing the anger with which 

she had at first regarded him. 

f All right, Miss Brewster. I meant no disrespect, 

you know; and, honestly, I would rather give you a 

big item than anybody else.’ 

‘ Oh, you’re very honest—I know that.’ 

‘Well, I am, you know, Jen-1 mean Miss 

Brewster ; although I tell you it don’t pay in politics 

any more than in the newspaper business.’ 

‘ If you only came to speak like that of the news¬ 

papers, I don’t care to listen to you.’ 

‘ Wait a minute. I don’t blame you for being 

angry-’ 

‘ Thank you.’ 

‘ But, all the same, if you let this item get away, 

you’ll be sorry. I’m giving you the straight tip. I 

could get more gold than you ever saw for giving this 

snap away, yet here you’re treating me as if I 

were-’ 
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‘ A New York politician. Why do you come to me 

with this valuable piece of information ? Just because 

you have a great regard for me, I suppose V 

* That’s right. That’s it exactly.’ 

‘ I thought so. Very well. There is a parlour on 

this floor where we can talk without being interrupted. 

Come with me.’ 

Jennie closed the door and walked down the passage, 

followed by Fleming, who smiled with satisfaction at 

his own tact and shrewdness, as, indeed, he had every 

right to do. 

In the deserted sitting-room was a writing-table, 

and Jennie sat down beside it, motioning Fleming to a 

chair opposite her. 

‘ Now,’ she said, drawing some paper towards her, 

and taking up a pen, ‘ what is this important bit of 

news ?’ 
‘ Well, before we begin,’ replied Fleming, £ I would 

like to tell you why I interfered on shipboard and let 

that Englishman know who you were.’ 

‘ Never mind that. Better let it rest.’ There was a 

flash of anger in the girl’s eye, but, in spite of it, 

Fleming continued. He was a persistent man. 

‘ But it has some bearing on what I’m going to tell 

you. When I saw you on board the Caloric, my heart 

went down into my boots. I thought the game was 

up, and that you were after me. I was bound to find 

out whether the Argus knew anything of my trip or not, 

and whether it had put you on my track. Only five 

men in New York knew of my journey across, and as a 

good deal depended on secrecy, I had to find out in 

some way whether you were there for the purpose of 

.—well, you know. So I spoke to the Englishman, and 
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raised a hornets’ nest about my ears; but I soon saw 

you had no suspicion of what I was engaged in, other¬ 

wise I would have had to telegraph to certain persons 

then in London, and scatter them.’ 

‘ Dear me ! And what villainy were you concocting? 

Counterfeiting ?’ 

‘No; politics. Just as bad, I suppose you think. 

Now, do you know where Crupper is ?’ 

‘ The Boss of New York ? I heard before I left that 

he was at Carlsbad for his health.’ 

‘ He was there,’ said Fleming mysteriously; * but 

now-’ 

The politician solemnly pointed downwards with his 

forefinger. 

‘ What! Dead ?’ cried Jennie, the ominous motion 

of Fleming’s finger naturally suggesting what all good 

people believed to be the arch-thief’s ultimate destina¬ 
tion. 

‘ No,’ said Fleming, laughing ; ‘ he’s in this hotel.’ 
‘Oh !’ 

‘ Yes, and Senator Smollet, leader of the Conscien¬ 
tious Party, is here too, although you don’t meet them 

in the halls as often as you do me. These good men, 

supposed to be political opponents, are lying low and 
saying nothing.’ 

‘ I see. And they’ve had a conferenced 

‘Exactly. Now, it’s like this.’ Fleming pulled a 

sheet of paper towards him, and drew on it an oval. 

‘ That’s New York. We’ll call it a pumpkin-pie, if 

you like, the material of which it is composed being 

typical of the heads of its conscientious citizens. Or 

a pigeon-pie, perhaps, for the New Yorker is made to 

be plucked. Well, look here.’ Fleming drew from a 
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point in the centre several radiating lines. ‘That’s 

what Crupper and Smollet are doing in London. 

They’re dividing the pie between the two parties.’ 

‘ That’s very interesting, but how are they going to 

deliver the pieces ?’ 

‘ Simple as shelling peas. You see, our great pull 

is the conscientious citizen—the voter who wants to 

vote right, and for a good man. If it weren’t for the 

good men as candidates and the good men as voters, 

New York politics would be a pretty uncertain game. 

You see, the so-called respectable element in both 

parties is our only hope. Each believes in his party, 

thinks his crowd is better than the other fellow’s, 

so all you have to do is to nominate an honest man 

to represent each party, and then that divides what 

they call the reputable vote, and we real politicians 

get our man in between the two. That’s all there is 

in New York politics. Well, Senator Smollet threat¬ 

ened not to put up a good man on the conscientious 

ticket, and that would have turned the whole un- 

bribable vote of both parties against us, so we had to 

make a deal with him, and throw in the next Presi¬ 

dential election. Crupper’s no hog; he knows when 

he’s had plenty, and New York’s good enough for him. 

He don’t care who gets the Presidency.’ 

‘ And this conference has been held ?’ 

‘ That’s right. It took place in this hotel/ 

‘ The bargain was made, I suppose ?’ 

‘ It was. The pie was divided.’ 

‘ And you didn’t get a slice ?’ 

* Oh, I beg your pardon, I did !’ 

‘ Then, why do you come to me and tell me all this 

-—if it’s true ?’ 
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Honest indignation shone in Fleming’s face. 

‘7/it’s true ? Of course it’s true. Why do I come 

to you ? Because I want to be friendly with you, 

that’s why.’ 

Jennie, nibbling the end of her pen, looked thought¬ 

fully across at him for a few moments, then slowly 

shook her head. 

‘ If you get me to believe that, Mr. Fleming, I’ll not 

cable a word. No, I must have an adequate motive, 

for I won’t cable anything I don’t believe to be abso¬ 

lutely true.’ 

‘ I assure you, Jennie-’ 

* Wait a moment. You say you are promised your 

share in the new deal, but it is not as big a slice as 

what you have now. It stands to reason that, if 

Crupper is to divide with Smollet’s rascals, each 

of Crupper’s rascals must content himself with a 

smaller piece. The greater the number of thieves, the 

smaller each portion of booty. You didn’t see that 

when you left New York, and therefore you were 

afraid of publicity. You see it now, and you want a 

sensational article published, so that Senator Smollet 

will be forced to deny it, or further arouse the sus¬ 

picions of the honest men in his party. In either case 

publicity will nullify the results of the deal, and you 

will hold the share you have. As you didn’t know any 

of the regular London representatives of the New 

York papers, you couldn’t trust them not to tell on 

you, and so you came to me. Now that I see a good 

substantial selfish motive for your action, I am ready 

to believe you.’ 

An expression of dismay at first overspread the 

countenance of the politician, but this gave way 
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to a look of undisguised admiration as the girl 

went on. 

‘By Jove, Jennie !’ he cried, bringing his fist down 

on the table when she had finished ; ‘ you’re wasted 

in the newspaper business ; you ought to be a poli¬ 

tician ! Say, girl, if you marry me, Ell be President of 

the United States yet.’ 

‘ Oh no, you wouldn’t,’ said Jennie, quite unabashed 

by his handsome, if excited, proposal. ‘No corrupt 

New York politician will ever be President of the 

United States. You have the great honest bulk of the 

people to deal with there, and I’m Democrat enough to 

believe in them when it comes to big issues, however 

much you may befog them in small; you can’t fool all 

people for all time, Mr. Fleming, as a man who was 

not in little politics once said. Every now and then 

the awakened people will get up and smash you.’ 

Fleming laughed boisterously. 

‘ That’s just it,’ he said. ‘ It’s every now and then. 

If they did it every year I would have to quit politics. 

But will you send the particulars of this meeting to 

the Argus without giving me away?’ 

‘ Yes, I recognise its importance. Now, I want you 

to give me every detail—the number of the room they 

met in, the exact hour, and all that. What I like to 

get in a report of a secret meeting is absolute accuracy 

in small matters, so that those who were there will 

know it is not guesswork. That always takes the 

backbone out of future denials. I’ll mention your 

name-’ 

‘ Bless my soul, don’t do that!’ 

‘ I must say you were present.’ 

‘ Why ?’ 

14 
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‘ Why ? Dear me ! you can’t be so stupid as not to 

see that, if your name is left out, suspicion will at once 

point to you as the divulger ?’ 

‘Yes, I suppose that is so.’ 

‘ And this man is a ruler in one of the greatest cities 

in the world ! Go on, Mr. Fleming ; who else was 

there besides Crupper, Smollet, and yourself?’ 

The account—two columns and a half—was a bomb¬ 

shell in political New York the morning it appeared in 

the Argus. Senator Smollet cabled from Paris that 

there wasn’t a word of truth in it, that he wasn’t in 

London on the date mentioned, and had never seen 

Crupper there or elsewhere. Crupper cabled from 

Carlsbad that he was ill, and had not been out of bed 

for a month. He would sue the Argus for libel, which, 

by the way, he never did. The reporters flocked to 

meet Fleming when his steamer came in, but of 

course he knew nothing about it; he had been across 

the ocean solely on private business that had no con¬ 

nection with politics. He knew nothing of Crupper’s 

whereabouts, but he knew one thing, which was that 

Crupper was too honest and honourable a man to 

traffic with the enemy. 

Notwithstanding all these denials, the report bore 

the marks of truth on its face, and everybody believed 

it, although many pretended not to. The division of 

the spoils aroused the greatest consternation and 

indignation among Crupper’s own following, and a 

deputation went over to see the ‘ old man.’ 

Meanwhile, the Argus, with much dignity of diction, 

explained that it stood for the best interests of the 

people, and in the people’s cause was fearless. It 

defied all and sundry to bring libel suits if they wanted 
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to ; it was prepared to battle for the people’s rights. 

And its circulation went up and up, its many web 

presses being taxed to their utmost in supplying the 

demand. Thus are the truly good rewarded. 

A great newspaper is as lavishly generous as a 

despotic monarch, to those who serve it well, and the 

cheque which Jennie cashed when Lady Willow ac¬ 

companied her to the City lined her purse with bank¬ 

notes to a fulness that receptacle had never known 

before. 

Alter a few weeks with Lady Willow, Jennie seemed 

to tire of the frivolities of society, and even of the 

sedate company of the good lady with whom she 

lived. She announced that she was going to Paris for 

a week or two, but, owing to uncertainty of address, 

her letters were not to be forwarded. She merely took 

a hand-bag, leaving the rest of her luggage with Lady 

Willow, who was thus sustained by the hope that her 

paying guest would soon return. 

Jennie took a hansom to Charing Cross, but instead 

of departing on the Paris express, she hailed a four- 

wheeler, and, giving a West End address to the driver, 

entered the closed vehicle. 

CHAPTER XXIV. 

On the big plate-glass windows of the new rooms there 

soon appeared, in gilt letters with black edges, the 

words, ‘ Canadian Mica Mining Company, Limited : 

London Offices.’ But the workmen who were finishing 

the interior were not so quick as the painters and 

gilders. The new offices took a long time to prepare, 

and both Kenyon and Wentworth chafed at the delay, 
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because Longworth said nothing could be done until 

the rooms were occupied. 

‘ It is like this, Longworth,’ said Wentworth to him : 

‘every moment is of value. Time is running on, and 

we have not for ever in which to form this company.’ 

* And you must remember,’ replied young Mr. Long- 

worth, gazing reproachfully at him through his glitter¬ 

ing monocle, ‘ that I am equally interested in this project 

with you. It is just as much to my interest to save time 

as it is to yours. You must not worry about the matter, 

Mr. Wentworth ; everything is all right. The men are 

doing a good job for us, and it will not be long before 

their work is completed. As I have told you time and 

again, a great deal depends on the appearance we pre¬ 

sent to the public. We have nearly the best offices in 

the City. The workmen have certainly taken longer 

than I expected they would, but, you see, they have a 

great deal of work on hand. When we get this started 

it will not take long. I, in the meanwhile, have not 

been idle. At least half a dozen moneyed men are ready 

to go in with us on this project. The moment the 

offices are finished we will have a meeting of the pro¬ 

posed shareholders. If they subscribe sufficiently large 

amounts—and I think they will—all the rest is a mere 

matter of detail which our solicitors will attend to. 

But if you imagine that you and Mr. Kenyon can 

manage everything better than I am doing, you are 

perfectly at liberty to go ahead. I am sure I have no 

desire to monopolize all the work. What have you 

done, for instance ? What has Mr. Kenyon done V 

‘ Kenyon, as I think you know, has got all the facts 

in reference to the demand for the mineral, and I have 

arranged them. We have had everything printed as 
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you suggested, and the papers are ready. They were 

delivered at my office to-day.’ 

‘Very well,’ answered young Longworth ; ‘we are 

getting on. That is so much done which will not 

have to be done over again. Perhaps it will be as 

well to send me some of the printed matter, so that 

I can give it to the men I was speaking of. Mean¬ 

while, don’t worry about the offices; they will be ready 

in good time.’ 

Wentworth and Kenyon visited the new offices time 

and again, but still the work seemed to drag. At last 

Wentworth said very sharply to the foreman : 

‘ Unless this is finished by next Monday, we will 

have nothing to do with it.’ 

The foreman seemed astonished. 

‘ I understood from Mr. Longworth,’ he said, ‘ from 

whom we take our instructions, that there was no 

particular hurry about this job.’ 

‘ Well, there is a particular huny. We must be in 

here by the first of next week, and if you have not 

finished by that time, we shall have to come in with it 

unfinished.’ 

‘ I11 that case,’ said the foreman, ‘ I will do the best 

I can. I think we can finish it this week.’ 

And finished it was accordingly. 

When Kenyon entered his new offices, he found 

them rather oppressive for so modest a man as himself. 

Wentworth laughed at his doleful expression as he 

viewed the general grandeur of his surroundings. 

‘What bothers me,’ said John, ‘is knowing that all 

this has to be paid for.’ 
‘ Ah, yes,’ answered Wentworth; ‘ but by the time the 

debts become due I hope we shall have plenty of money.’ 
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‘ I must confess I do not understand Longworth in 

this matter. He seems to be doing nothing ; at least, 

he has nothing to show for what he has done, and he 

does not appear to realize that time is an object with 

us; in fact, that our company-forming has really 

become a race against time.’ 

‘Well, we shall see very shortly what he is going to 

do. I have sent a messenger for him to meet us here 

—he ought to be here now—and we must certainly 

push things. There is no time to lose.’ 

‘ Has he said anything to you—he talks more freely 

with you than he does to me—about what the next 

move is to be ?’ 

* No ; he has said nothing.’ 

‘ Well, don’t you see the situation in which we stand ? 

We are practically doing nothing—leaving everything 

in his hands. Now, if he should tell us some fine day 

that he can have nothing more to do with our project 

(and I believe he is quite capable of it), here we are 

with our time nearly spent, deeply in debt, and nothing 

done.’ 

‘ My dear John, what a brain you have for conjuring 

up awful possibilities ! Trust me, Longworth won’t act 

in the way you suggest. It would be dishonourable, 

and he is, so far as I know, an honourable man of 

business. I think you take a certain prejudice against 

a person, and then can see nothing good in anything he 

does. Longworth told me the other day that he had 

five or six people who are ready to go into this business 

with us, and if such is the case he has certainly done 

his share.’ 

‘ Yes, I admit that. Did he give you their names ?’ 

‘ No, he did not.’ 
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‘ The thing that troubles me is our own helpless¬ 

ness. We seem, in some way or other, to have been 

shoved into the background.’ 

‘ So far from that being the case,’ said Wentworth, 

4 Longworth told me that, if anything suggested itself 

to us, we were to go ahead with it. He asked what 

you had done and what I had done, and I told him. 

He seemed quite anxious that we should do everything 

we could, as he is doing.’ 

* Well, but, don’t you see, the situation is this: if we 

make a move at all, we may do something of which he 

does not approve. Haven’t you noticed that whenever 

I suggest anything, or whenever you suggest anything, 

for that matter, he always has something counter to it? 

And I don’t like the solicitors he has engaged for this 

business. They are what is known as “ shady ” ; you 

know that as well as I do.’ 

‘Bless me, John! then suggest something yourself 
if you have such dark suspicions of Longworth. I’m 

sure I’m willing to do anything you want done. 

Suggest something.’ 

Before John could make the required suggestion, the 

messenger Wentworth had sent to young Longworth 

returned. 
‘His uncle says, sir,’ began the messenger, ‘that 

Master William has gone to the North, and will not be 

back for a week.’ 
‘A week !’ cried both the young men together. 

‘Yes, sir, a week was what he said. He left a note 

to be given to either of you if you called. Here is the 

note, sir.’ 
Wentworth took the envelope handed to him and 

tore it open. The contents ran thus : 
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* I have been suddenly called away to the North, and 

may be gone for a week or ten days. I am sorry to be 

away at this particular juncture, but as it is not likely 

that the men will have the offices finished before I 

come back, no great harm will be done. Meanwhile I 

shall see several gentlemen I have in my mind’s eye, 

men that seldom come to London, who will be of great 

service to us. If you think of anything to forward the 

mica-mine, pray go on with it. You can send any 

letters for me to my uncle, and I shall get them. As 

there is no hurry in the matter of time, however, I 

should strongly advise that nothing be done until my 

return, when we can all go at the business with a will. 

‘ Yours truly, 

‘ William Longworth.’ 

When Wentworth had finished reading this letter, 

the two young men looked at each other. 

‘ What do you make of that ?’ said Kenyon. 

‘ I’m sure I do not know. In the first place, he is 

gone for a week.’ 

‘ Yes ; that one thing is certain.’ 

‘Well now, John, one of two things has to be done. 

We have either to trust this Longworth, or we have to 

go on alone without him. Which is it to be ?’ 

‘ I am sure I don’t know,’ answered Kenyon. 

* But, my dear fellow, we have come to a point when 

we must decide. You are, evidently, suspicious of 

Longworth. What you say really amounts to this: 

that he, for some reason of his own, which I confess I 

cannot see or understand, desires to delay forming this 

company until it is too late.’ 

‘ I didn’t say that.’ 



A WOMAN INTERVENES 217 

* You say what practically amounts to that. Either 

he is honest or he is not. Now, we have to decide 

to-day, and here, whether we are going to ignore him 

and go on with the forming of the company, or work 

with him. Unless you can give some good reason for 

doing otherwise, I propose to work with him. I think 

it will be very much worse if he leaves us now than if 

he had never gone into it. People will ask why he 

left.’ 

* Probably he wouldn’t leave, even if you wanted him 

to do so. He has your signature to an agreement, and 

you have his.’ 

‘ Certainly.’ 

* I do not see how we can help ourselves.’ 

‘ Then I think these suspicions should be dropped, 

because you cannot work with a man whom you suspect 

of being a rascal.’ 
‘ I quite admit of the justice of that, so I shall say 

nothing more. Meanwhile, do you propose to wait 

until he comes back ?’ 

* I shall write him to-night and ask him what he 

intends to do. I shall tell him, as I have told him 

before, that time is pressing, and we want to know 

what is being done.’ 
‘ Very well,’ said John ; ‘ I will wait till you get the 

answer to your letter. In the meantime, I do not see 

that there is anything to do but occupy this gorgeous 

office as well as I can, and wait to see what turns up.’ 

* That is my own idea. I think, myself, it is rather 

unfair to suspect a man of being a villain when he has 

really done nothing to show that he is one. 

To this John made no answer. 

The next day Kenyon occupied the new offices, and 
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set himself to the task of getting accustomed to them. 

The first day a few people dropped in, made inquiries 

about the mine, took some printed matter, and generally 

managed to ask several questions to which Kenyon 

was unable to reply. On the second day a number of 

newspaper men called—advertising canvassers, most of 

them, who left cards or circulars with Kenyon, showing 

that unless a commercial venture was advertised in 

their particular papers it was certain not to be a 

success. One very swell individual, with a cast of 

countenance that betokened a frugal, money-making, 

and shrewd race, asked Kenyon for a private interview. 

He said he belonged to the Financial Field, the great 

newspaper of London, which was read by every investor 

both in the City and in the country. All he wanted 

was some particulars of the mine. 

Had the company been formed yet ? 

No, it had not. 

When did they intend to go to the public ? 

That Kenyon could not say. 

What was the peculiarity about the mine which 

constituted its recommendation to investors ? 

Kenyon said the full particulars would be found in 

the printed sheet he handed him, and with profuse 

thanks the newspaper man put it in his pocket. 

H ow had the mine paid in previous years ? 

It had paid a small dividend. 

On what amount ? 

That Kenyon was not prepared to answer. 

How long had it been in operation ? 

For several years. 

Had it ever been placed on the London market 
before ? 
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Not so far as Kenyon was aware. 

Who was at present interested in the mine ? 

That Mr. Kenyon did not care to answer, and he 

further stated, so far as giving out advertisements was 

concerned, he was not yet prepared to do any adver¬ 

tising. The visitor, who had taken down these notes, 

said his object was not to get an advertisement, but 

to obtain information about the mine. People could 

advertise in his paper or not, as they chose. The 

journal was such a well-known medium for reaching 

investors that everyone who knew his business adver¬ 

tised in it as a matter of course, and so they kept no 

canvassers, and made no applications for advertise¬ 

ments. 

‘ The chances are,’ said the newspaper man, as he 

took his leave, * that our editor will write an editorial 

on this mine, and, in order that there may be no in¬ 

accuracy, I shall bring it to you to read, and shall be 

very much obliged if you will correct any mistakes.’ 

* I shall be glad to do so,’ returned Kenyon, as the 

representative of the Financial Field took his leave. 

The newspaper men were rather hard to please, and 

to get rid of; but John had a visitor on the afternoon 

of the second day who almost caused his wits to 

desert him. He looked up from his desk as the door 

opened, and was astonished to see the smiling face of 

Edith Longworth, while behind her came the old lady 

who had been an occupant of the carriage when John 

had taken his drive to the west. 
‘You did not expect to see me here among the 

investors who have been calling upon you, Mr. Kenyon, 

did you ?’ 
Kenyon held out his hand, and said: 
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‘ I am very pleased indeed to see you, whether you 

come as an investor or not.’ 

‘ And so this is your new office ?’ she cried, looking 

round. ‘ How you have blossomed out, haven’t you ? 

These offices are as fine as any in the City.’ 

* Yes,’ said John; ‘ they are too fine to suit me.’ 

‘ Oh, I don’t see why you should not have handsome 

offices as well as anyone else. You have been in my 

father’s place of business, of course. But it is not so 

grand as these rooms.’ 

‘ I think that helps to show the absurdity of ours. 

Your father’s house is an old-standing one, and this 

gives us an air of new riches which, I must confess, I 

don’t like, especially as we have not the riches.’ 

‘ Then, why did you agree to have such offices ? I 

suppose you had something to say about them ?’ 

‘ Very little, I must own. They were engaged while 

I was in the North, and after they had been engaged, 

of course I did not like to say anything against them.’ 

‘ Well, and how is the mine getting on ? You have 

not applied to me yet to fulfil my offer, which I think 

was a very fair one.’ 

‘ I have not needed to do so,’ said Kenyon. 

‘Ah, then, subscriptions are coming in, are they ? 

Where is the list ?’ 

‘ We have no list yet. We are waiting for your 

cousin, who is in the North.’ 

‘In the North!’ said Edith, with her eyes open wide. 

‘ He is not in the North; he is in Paris, and we expect 

him home to-night.’ 

‘ Oh, indeed !’ said John, who made no further com¬ 

ment. 

‘ Now, where’s your subscription-list ? Oh, you told 
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me you have none yet. Very well; this sheet of paper 

will do.’ And the young woman drew some lines 

across the paper, heading it, * The Canadian Mica- 

mine.’ Then underneath she wrote the name Edith 

Longworth, and after it—‘For ten thousand pounds.’ 

* There! I am the first subscriber to the new com¬ 

pany ; if you get the others as easily, you will be very 

fortunate.’ 

And, before John could thank her, she laughingly 

turned to her companion, and said : 

‘ We must go.’ 

CHAPTER XXV. 

When Wentworth dropped in to see if anything had 

happened, Kenyon told him that young Longworth was 

not in the North at all, but in Paris. Wentworth 

pondered over this piece of information for a moment, 

and said : 
‘ I have written him, but have received no answer. 

I have just been to see the solicitors, and have told 

them that time was pressing; that we must do some¬ 

thing. They quite agreed it was desirable some action 

should be taken at once, but, of course, as they said, 

they merely waited our instructions. They are willing 

to do anything we ask them to do. However, they 

advised waiting until Longworth got back, and then 

they proposed we should have a meeting at the offices 

here. They said, moreover, that, if Longworth had 

five or six men who would go at work with a will, the 

whole affair would be finished in a week at most. 

They did not appear to be at all alarmed at the 
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shortening time, but said everything depended upon 

the men Longworth was going to bring with him.. 

If they were the right men, there would be no trouble. 

So, all in all, they advised me not to worry about 

it, but to communicate with Longworth, if I could, 

and get him to come as soon as possible. I had 

to admit myself that this was the only thing to do, 

so I called round to see if you had heard anything 

from him.’ 

‘ I have heard nothing about him,’ said Kenyon,. 

‘ except that he has lied, and has gone to Paris instead 

of going North.’ 

‘ Well,’ mused Wentworth, ‘ I don’t know that that 

is a very important point. He may have business 

in Paris, and he may have thought it was no affair 

of ours where he went, in which he was partly right 

and partly wrong. He thought, no doubt, that if he 

said he was going North, to see some men who 

could not be seen without his going there, it would 

relieve our minds, and make us imagine we were going 

on all right.’ 

* That is just what I object to, Wentworth. His 

whole demeanour seems to show that he wants us to 

think things are all right when they are not all right.’ 

‘Well, John, as I said before, you’ve got to do one 

thing or the other. You have to trust Longworth or 

to go on without him. Now, for Heaven’s sake make 

up your mind which it is to be, and don’t grumble.’ 

‘ I am not grumbling. A man that is really honest 

will not say what is false, even about a small thing.’ 

* Oh, you are too particular. Wait till you have been 

in the City ten years longer, and you won’t mind a little 
thing like that.’ 
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‘ Little things like that, as you call them, are 

indicative of general character.’ 

‘ Sometimes yes, and sometimes no. You mustn’t 

take things too seriously. I do not see that anything 

can be done until Longworth chooses to exhibit him¬ 

self. If you can suggest anything better, as I said 

before, tell me what it is, and I am ready to do my part.’ 

‘ I confess I don’t see what we can do. We might 

wait a day or two longer yet, and then, if we hear 

nothing more from Longworth, dismiss those solicitors 

he has chosen, and take the gentlemen who act for you.’ 

* The people Longworth has engaged do not bear a 

very good reputation ; still, I must admit they talk in 

a very straightforward manner. As you say, it is 

perhaps better to let matters rest for a day or two.’ 

And so the days passed. Wentworth wrote again 

to Longworth at his office, and said they would wait 

for two days, and if he did not put in an appearance 

before that time, they would go on forming the com¬ 

pany as if he did not exist. 

To this no answer came, and Kenyon and Went¬ 

worth again held consultation in the sumptuous offices 

which had been chosen for them. 

‘ No news yet, I suppose?’ said Kenyon. 

‘ None whatever,’ was the answer. 

‘Very well; I have made up my mind what to 

do-’ 
But before John Kenyon could say what he had 

resolved to do, the door opened, and there entered 

unto them Mr. William Longworth, with his silk hat 

as glossy as a mirror, a general trim and prosperous 

appearance about him, a flower in his buttonhole 

and his eyeglass in its place. 
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‘ Good-morning, gentlemen,’ he said. * I thought I 

should find you here, and so I did not call at your 

office, Wentworth. Ah,’ he cried, looking round, ‘ this 

is the proper caper ! These offices look even better 

than I thought they would. I just got back this morn¬ 

ing,’ he added, turning to his partners. 

‘ Indeed,’ said Wentworth, ‘ we are very glad to see 

you. How did you enjoy your trip to Paris ?’ 

The young man did not appear in the least abashed 

by this remark. He merely elevated his eyebrows, 

shrugged his shoulders, and said : 

‘ Ah, well, as both of you are doubtless aware, Paris 

is not what it used to be. Still, I had a very good time 

there.’ 

‘I’m glad of that,’said Wentworth; ‘and did you 

see the gentlemen you expected to meet ?’ 

‘ I must confess I did not. I did not think it was 

necessary. I have five or six men interested already, 

practically pledged to furnish all the capital.’ And, 

saying this, he walked round the desk at which they 

stood, and sat down, throwing the right leg across the 

left and clasping his knee in his hands. 

‘ Well, what has been done during my absence ? 

The mine floated yet ?’ 

‘ No/ said Wentworth ; ‘ the mine is not yet floated. 

Now, Mr. Longworth, the time has come for plain 

speaking. You have gone off to Paris without a 

word of warning to us at a very critical time, and 

you have not answered any of the letters I sent to 

you.’ 

‘Well, my dear boy, the reason was that I expected 

every day to get back here, and each dav was detained 
a little longer/ 



A WOMAN INTERVENES 225 

‘ Very good ; the point I want to impress upon you 

is this—time is getting short. If we are going to form 

this company, we have to set about it at once.’ 

* My dear fellow,’ said Longworth, in an expostu¬ 

lating tone of voice, ‘ that is exactly what I hold myself. 

The time is getting short, as you say. Of course, as I 

said when I joined you, I cannot give my whole time to 

this. We are equal partners, and the fact that I had 

to leave for a few days should not interrupt the busi¬ 

ness we have on hand. What did you expect to do 

if I had not been a partner at all ?’ 

* If you were not a partner,’ replied Wentworth 

with some heat, * we should have gone on and formed 

our company, or failed ; but the very fact that you are 

a partner is just what now retards us. We do not 

feel justified in doing anything until it has your 

approval, or until we know that it does not run counter 

with something you have already done.’ 

s Well, gentlemen, if you feel like that about it, I am 

quite willing to withdraw. I am ready to give up the 

paper I hold from you, and receive back the paper you 

hold from me. Of course we cannot work together if 

there are to be any recriminations. I have done my 

best; I have done everything that I promised to do— 

even more than that; but if you think for a moment 

you can get on better without me, I am ready at any 

time to retire.’ 
‘ It is easy to say that, Mr. Longworth, now that the 

time of the option has only a month further to run. 

You must remember that a great deal of time has been 

lost, and not through our fault.’ 

4 Ah ! do you mean it has been lost through my 

fault ?’ 

15 



226 A WOMAN INTERVENES 

‘ I mean that if we had been alone something would 

have been done, whereas we are now in the same 

position as when we started. We are in a worse 

position than we were at the beginning, because we 

have not only spent our money, but are deeply in debt 

into the bargain.’ 

‘ Well, Mr. Wentworth, I did not propose to with¬ 

draw until you, as a matter of fact, almost suggested 

it. I am quite willing and anxious to help, but if I do 

stay with you it must be understood that we have no 

such recriminations as these. You must do your best, 

and I must do my best.’ 

‘ Very well, then,’ said Wentworth ; ‘your leaving us 

at this time is entirely out of the question. Now, will 

you give me the names of those gentlemen who have 

offered to go in with us ?’ 

‘ Certainly.’ 

And Longworth pulled out a note-book from his 

inside pocket, while Wentworth took up a pen from 

the desk and pulled a sheet of paper towards him. 

£ First, Mr. Melville.’ 

‘ Is that the Melville I saw in relation to this 
mineral ?’ 

‘ I am sure I do not know. He is at the head of the 
Scranton China Company.’ 

‘ Has he spoken of going in with us ?’ 

‘ Yes, he seems to think the scheme is a good one. 

Why do you ask ?’ 

‘Well, merely because I took a specimen of the 

mineral to him and his manager wrote to me that it 

was of no value. It seems rather remarkable that he 

should go in for the mine if his manager believes it to 

be worthless.’ 
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* Oh, he goes in entirely in his own private capacity. 

He is not at all affected by what the manager says. 

The manager has nothing to do with Melville’s private 

affairs.’ 

‘ Still, it seems very strange, because, when Kenyon 

saw the manager in the North, he claimed they did not 

use this material, and said it would be of no benefit 

whatever to him.’ 

‘ That is very singular,’ mused Longworth. ‘ Well, 

all I can say is, Melville has intimated that he should 

like to have a share in this mine, so, I take it, he and 

the manager do not agree as to the value of the mineral. 

You can set down Mr. Melville’s name with perfect 

confidence. I know him very well, and I know that he 

is a thorough man of business. Besides, it will be a 

great advantage to have a man connected with the 

china trade in with us.’ 

There was no denying this point, so Wentworth said 

nothing more. Longworth named five other persons, 

none of whom Wentworth knew. Then he closed his 

note-book and put it in his pocket. 

‘The question now is: Have these gentlemen stated 

how much they will subscribe ?’ asked Wentworth. 

‘No, they have not. Of course, everything will 

depend on how they are impressed with what we can 

tell them. The great thing is to get men who are 

willing even to listen to you. The rest depends on the 

inducements you offer.’ 

‘ Do you expect to get any more men interested ?’ 

‘ I don’t think any more are needed. The best thing 

to do now is to get those we have together and summon 

our solicitors here. Then our friend Kenyon, who is a 

fluent speaker, can lay the case before them.’ 
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Kenyon, who had not spoken at all during the 

interview, did not even look up, and apparently did not 

hear the satirical allusion to his eloquence. 

‘ Very well; when would be a good time to call this 

meeting ?’ 

‘As soon as possible, I think,’ said Longworth. 

‘ What do you say to Monday, at three o’clock ? Men 

come from lunch about that hour, and are in a good 

humour. If you send out a letter saying a meeting will 

be held here in the directors’ room at three o’clock, 

prompt, on Monday, I will see the men and get them 

to come. Of course they are generally busy, and may 

have other appointments ; still, we must do something, 

and nothing can be done until we get them together.’ 

‘ Right; the invitations to the meeting shall be sent 

out at once.’ 

Longworth rose, went to the desk and picked up a 

paper. 

‘ What is this ?’ he said. 

Kenyon looked up suddenly. 

‘ That,’ he said, flushing slightly, ‘ is our first sub¬ 

scription.’ 

‘ Who wrote the name of Miss Edith Longworth 

here ?’ 

‘ The young lady herself.’ 

‘ Has she been here ?’ 

‘ She called, and desired to be the first subscriber.’ 

‘Nonsense!’ cried Longworth, with a frown; ‘we 

don’t want any women in this business ;’ and, saying 

that, he tore the paper in two. 

Kenyon clenched his fist and was about to say some¬ 

thing, when Wentworth’s hand came down on his 

shoulder. 
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* I don’t think I would refuse ten thousands pounds,’ 

said Wentworth, ‘ from anybody who offered it, woman 

or man. Perhaps we had better see whether your men 

will subscribe as much before we throw away a sub¬ 

scription already received.’ 

‘ But she hasn’t the ten thousand pounds.’ 

‘I fancy,’ said Wentworth, 'that whatever Miss 

Longworth puts her name to, she is ready to stand by;’ 

and with that he placed the two pieces of paper in a 

drawer. ‘Now, I think that is all,’ he added; ‘we 

will call the meeting for Monday, and see what comes 

of it.’ 

CHAPTER XXVI. 

William Longworth had an eye for beauty. One of 

his eyes was generally covered by a round disc of glass, 

save when the disc fell out of its place and dangled in 

front of his waistcoat. Whether the monocle assisted 

his sight or not, it is certain that William knew a pretty 

girl when he saw her. One of the housemaids in the 

Longworth household left suddenly, without just cause 

or provocation, as the advertisements say, and in her 

place a girl was engaged who was so pretty that, when 

William Longworth caught sight of her, his monocle 

dropped from its usual position, and he stared at her 

with his two natural eyes, unassisted by science. He 

tried to speak to her on one or two occasions when he 

met her alone ; but he could get no answer from the 

girl, who was very shy and demure, and knew her 

place, as people say. All this only enhanced her value 

in young Longworth’s estimation, and he thought 

highly of his cousin’s taste in choosing this young 

person to dust the furniture. 
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William had a room in the house which was partly 

sitting-room and partly study, and there he kept 

many of his papers. He was supposed to ponder over 

matters of business in this room, and it gave him a 

good excuse for arriving late at the office in the morn¬ 

ing. He had been sitting up into the small hours, he 

would tell his uncle; although he would sometimes 

vary the excuse by saying that it was quieter at home 

than in the City, and that he had spent the early part 

of the morning in reading documents. 

The first time William got an answer from the new 

housemaid was when he expressed his anxiety about 

the care of this room. He said that servants generally 

were very careless, and he hoped she would attend to 

things, and see that his papers were kept nicely in 

order. This, without glancing up at him, the girl 

promised to do, and William thereafter found his 

apartment kept with a scrupulous neatness which 

would have delighted the most particular of men. 

One morning when he was sitting by his table, 

enjoying an after-breakfast cigarette, the door opened 

softly, and the new housemaid entered. Seeing him 

there, she seemed confused, and was about to retire, 

when William, throwing his cigarette away, sprang to 

his feet. 

‘ No, don’t go,’ he said ; ‘ I was just about to ring.’ 

The girl paused with her hand on the door. 

‘Yes,’ he continued, ‘I was just going to ring, but 

you have saved me the trouble; but, by the way, what 

is your name ?’ 

‘ Susy, if you please, sir/ replied the girl modestly. 

‘Ah well, Susy, just shut the door for a moment.’ 

The girl did so, but evidently with some reluctance. 
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‘Well, Susy,’ said William jauntily, ‘I suppose that 

I’m not the first one who has told you that you are 
very pretty.’ 

‘Oh, sir!’ said Susy, blushing and looking down on 
the carpet. 

‘ Yes, Susy, and you take such good care of this 

room that I want to thank you for it,’ continued 
William. 

Here he fumbled in his pocket for a moment, and 

drew out half a sovereign. 

‘ Here, my girl, is something for your trouble. Keep 

this for yourself.’ 

‘Oh, I couldn’t think of taking money, sir,’ said the 

girl, drawing back. ‘ I couldn’t indeed, sir!’ 

‘ Nonsense !’ said William ; ‘ isn’t it enough ?’ 

‘ Oh, it’s more than enough. Miss Longworth pays 

me well for what I do, sir, and it’s only my duty to 

keep things tidy.’ 

‘ Yes, Susy, that is very true; but very few of us do 

our duty, you know, in this world.’ 

‘ But we ought to, sir,’ said the girl, in a tone of 

quiet reproof that made the young man smile. 

‘Perhaps,’ said he; ‘but then, you see, we are not 

all pretty and good, like you. I’m sorry you won’t 

take the money. I hope you are not offended at me 

for offering it;’ and William adjusted his eye-glass, 

looking his sweetest at the young person standing 

before him. 

‘ Oh no, sir,’ she said, ‘ I’m not at all offended, and 

I thank you very much, very much indeed, sir, and I 

would like to ask you a question, if you wouldn’t think 

me too bold.’ 

‘ Bold ?’ cried William. ‘ Why, I think you are the 
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shyest little woman I have ever seen. I’ll be very 

pleased to answer any question you may ask me. 

What is it ?’ 
‘ You see, sir, I’ve got a little money of my own.’ 

‘ Well, I declare, Susy, this is very interesting. I’d 

no idea you were an heiress.’ 

‘ Oh, not an heiress, sir—far from it. It’s only a 

little matter of four or five hundred pounds, sir,’ said 

Susy, dropping him an awkward little curtsy, which 

he thought most charming. ‘ The money is in the 

bank, and earns no interest, and I thought I would 

like to invest it where it would bring in something.’ 

‘ Certainly, Susy, and a most laudable desire on your 

part. Was it about that you wished to question 

me ?’ 

‘ Yes, if you please, sir. I saw this paper on your 

desk, and I thought I would ask you if it would be safe 

for me to put my money in these mines, sir. Seeing 

the paper here, I supposed you had something to do 

with it.’ 

William whistled a long incredulous note, and said : 

‘ So you have been reading my papers, have you, 

miss ?’ 

‘Oh no, sir,’ said the girl, looking up at him with 

startled eyes. ‘ I only saw the name Canadian Mica- 

mine on this, and the paper said it would pay ten per 

cent., and I thought if you had anything to do with it 

that my money would be quite safe.’ 

‘ Oh, that goes without saying,’ said William ; ‘ but 

if I were you, my dear, I should not put my money in 
the mica-mine.’ 

‘ Oh, then, you haven’t anything to do with the mine, 
sir ?’ 
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* Yes, Susy, I have. You know, fools build houses, 

and wise men live in them.’ 

‘ So I have heard,’ said Susy thoughtfully. 

‘ Well, two fools are building the house that we will 

call the Canadian Mica-mine, and I am the wise man, 

don’t you see, Susy ?’ said the young man, with a sweet 

smile. 

‘ I’m afraid I don’t quite understand, sir.’ 

‘ I don’t suppose, Susy,’ replied the young man, with 

a laugh, * that there are many who do; but I think 

in a month’s time I shall own this mica-mine, and 

then, my dear, if you still want to own a share or two, 

I shall be very pleased to give you a few without your 

spending any mon.ey at all.’ 

‘ Oh, would you, sir ?’ cried Susy in glad surprise; 

‘ and who owns the mine now V 

* Oh, two fellows ; you wouldn’t know their names if 

I told them to you.’ 

‘ And are they going to sell it to you, sir ?’ 

William laughed heartily, and said: 

* Oh no ! they themselves will be sold.’ 

‘ But how can that be if they don’t own the mine? 

You see, I’m only a very stupid girl, and don’t under¬ 

stand business. That’s why I asked you about my 

money.’ 

‘ I don’t suppose you know what an option is, do you, 

Susy ?’ 
‘ No, sir, I don’t; I never heard of it before.’ 

* Well, these two young men have what is called an 

option on the mine, which is to say that they are to 

pay a certain sum of money at a certain time and the 

mine is theirs; but if they don’t pay the certain sum at 

the certain time, the mine isn’t theirs.’ 
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‘ And won’t they pay the money, sir ?’ 

‘No, Susy, they will not, because, don’t you know, 

they haven’t got it. Then these two fools will be 

sold, for they think they are going to get the money, 

and they are not.’ 

‘ And you have the money to buy the mine when the 

option runs out, sir.’ 

‘By Jove!’ said William in surprise, ‘you have a 

prodigious head for business, Susy; I never saw any¬ 

one pick it up so fast. You will have to take lessons 

from me, and go on the market and speculate your¬ 

self.’ 

‘ Oh, I should like to do that, sir—I should indeed.’ 

‘Well,’ said William kindly, ‘whenever you have 

time, come to me, and I will give you lessons.’ 

The young man approached her, holding out his 

hand, but the girl slipped away from him and opened 

the door. 

‘ I think,’ he said in a whisper, ‘ that you might give 

me a kiss after all this valuable information.’ 

‘ Oh, Mr. William !’ cried Susy, horrified. 

He stepped forward and tried to catch her, but the 

girl was too nimble for him, and sprang out into the 

passage. 

‘ Surely,’ protested William, ‘ this is getting infor¬ 

mation under false pretences ; I expected my fee, you 

know.’ 

‘ And you shall have it,’ said the girl, laughing softly, 

‘ when I get ten per cent, on my money.’ 

‘ Egad !’ said William to himself as he entered his 

room again, ‘ I will see that you get it. She’s as clever 

as an outside broker.’ 

When young Longworth had left for his office, Susy 
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swept and dusted out his room again, and then went 
downstairs. 

‘ Where’s the mistress ?’ she asked a fellow-servant. 

‘ In the library,’ was the answer, and to the library 

Susy went, entering the room without knocking, much 

to the amazement of Edith Longworth, who sat near 

the window with a book in her lap. But further 

surprise was in store for the lady of the house. The 

housemaid closed the door, and then, selecting a 

comfortable chair, threw herself d.own into it, exclaim¬ 

ing: 

‘ Oh dear me ! I’m so tired.’ 

‘ Susy,’ said Miss Longworth, ‘ what is the meaning 

of this ?’ 

* It means, mum,’ said Susy, ‘ that Em going to 

chuck it.’ 

1 Going to what ?’ asked Miss Longworth, amazed. 

‘ Going to chuck it. Don’t you understand ? Going 

to give up my situation. I’m tired of it.’ 

‘ Very well,’ said the young woman, rising, ‘ you may 

give notice in the proper way. You have no right to 

come into this room in this impudent manner. Be so 

good as to go to your own room.’ 

* My !’ said Susy, ‘ you can do the dignified ! I must 

practise and see if I can accomplish an attitude like 

that. If you were a little prettier, Miss Longworth, I 

should call that striking;’ and the girl threw back her 

head and laughed. 

Something in the laugh aroused Miss Longworth’s 

recollection, and a chill of fear came over her; but, 

looking at the girl again, she saw she was mistaken. 

Susy jumped up, still laughing, and drew a pin from the 

little cap she wore, hinging it on the chair ; then she 
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pulled off her wig, and stood before Edith Longworth 

her natural self. 

‘ Miss Brewster!’ gasped the astonished Edith. 

* What are you doing in my house in that disguise ?’ 

‘ Oh,’ said Jennie, ‘ I’m an amateur housemaid. 

How do you think I have acted the part? Now sit 

down, Miss Dignity, and I will tell you something about 

your own family. I thought you were a set of rogues, 

and now I can prove it.’ 

‘ Will you leave my house this instant ?’ cried Edith, 

in anger. * I shall not listen to you.’ 

‘Oh yes, you will,’ said Jennie, ‘for I shall follow 

your own example, and not let you out until you do hear 

what I have to tell you.’ 

Saying which the amateur housemaid skipped nimbly 

to the door, and placed her back against it. 

CHAPTER XXVII. 

Jennie Brewster stood with her back to the door, 

a sweet smile on her face. 

‘This is my day for acting, Miss Longworth. I 

think I did the role of housemaid so well that it 

deceived several members of this family. I am now 

giving an imitation of yourself in your thrilling drama, 

“All at Sea.” Don’t you think I do it most admirably ?’ 

‘ Yes,’ said Edith, sitting down again. ‘ I wonder 

you did not adopt the stage as a profession.’ 

‘ I have often thought of doing so, but journalism 

is more exciting.’ 

‘ Perhaps. Still, it has its disappointments. When 

I gave my thrilling drama, as you call it, on shipboard, 
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I had my stage accessories arranged to better advantage 

than you have now.’ 

‘ Do you mean the putting off of the boat ?’ 

‘ No ; I mean that the electric button was undei 

my hand—it was impossible for you to ring for help. 

Now, while you hold the door, you cannot stop me 

from ringing, for the bell-rope is here beside me.’ 

‘Yes, that is a disadvantage, I admit. Do you 

intend to ring, then, and have me turned out?’ 

‘ I don’t think that will be necessary. I imagine 

you will go quietly.’ 

‘You are a pretty clever girl, Miss Longworth. I 

wish I liked you, but I don’t, so we won’t waste 

valuable time deploring that fact. Have you no 

curiosity to hear what I was going to tell you ?’ 

‘ Not the slightest; but there is one thing I should 

like to know.’ 
‘Oh, is there? Well, that’s human, at any rate. 

What do you wish to know ?’ 

‘ You came here well recommended. How did you 

know I wanted a housemaid, and were your testi¬ 

monials-’ 

Edith paused for a word, which Jennie promptly 

supplied. 

‘ Forged ? Oh dear no ! There is no necessity for 

doing anything criminal in this country, if you have 

the money. I didn’t forge them—I bought them. 

Didn’t you write to any of the good ladies who stood 

sponsor for me ?’ 

‘ Yes, and received most flattering accounts of you.’ 

‘ Certainly. That was part of the contract. Oh, 

you can do anything with money in London ; it is a 
most delightful town. Then, as for knowing there 
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was a vacancy, that also was money. I bribed the 

other housemaid to leave.’ 

‘ I see. And what object had you in all this ?’ 

Jennie Brewster laughed—the same silvery laugh 

that had charmed William Longworth an hour or two 

before, a laugh that sometimes haunted Wentworth’s 

memory in the City. She left her sentinel-like position 

at the door, and threw herself into a chair. 

‘ Miss Longworth,’ she said, ‘ you are not consistent. 

You first pretend that you have no curiosity to hear 

what I have to say, then you ask me exactly what 

I was going to tell you. Of course, you are dying to 

know why I am here ; you wouldn’t be a woman if 

you weren’t. Now, I’ve changed my mind, and I 

don’t intend to tell you. I will say, though, that my 

object in coming here was, first, to find out for myself 

how servants are treated in this country. You see, 

my sympathies are all with the women who work, 

and not with women — well, like yourself, for in¬ 

stance.’ 

‘ Yes, I think you said that once before. And how 

do we treat our servants ?’ 

‘ So far as my experience goes, very well indeed.’ 

‘ It is most gratifying to hear you say this. I was 

afraid we might not have met with your approval. 

And now, where shall I send your month’s money, 
Miss Brewster ?’ 

Jennie Brewster leaned back in her chair, her eyes 

all but closed; an angry light shooting from them 

reminded Edith of her glance of hatred on board the 

steamship. A rich warm colour overspread her fair 

face, and her lips closed tightly. There was a moment’s 

silence, and then Jennie’s indignation passed away as 
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quickly as it came. She laughed, with just a touch 
of restraint in her tone. 

£ You can say an insulting thing more calmly and 

sweetly than anyone I ever met before ; I envy you 

that. When I say anything low down and mean, I 

say it in anger, and my voice has a certain amount 

of acridity in it. I can’t purr like a cat and scratch 

at the same time—I wish I could.’ 

‘ Is it an insult to offer you the money you have 
earned ?’ 

£ Yes, it is, and you knew it was when you spoke. 

You don’t understand me a little bit.’ 

£ Is it necessary that I should ?’ 

£I don’t suppose you think it is,’ said Jennie 

meditatively, resting her elbow on her knee and her 

chin on her palm. ‘ That is where our point of view 

differs. I like to know everything. It interests me 

to learn what people think and talk about, and somehow 

it doesn’t seem to matter to me who the people are, 

for I was even more interested in your butler’s political 

opinions than I was in Lord Frederick Bingham’s. 

They are both Conservatives, but Lord Freddie seems 

shaky in his views, for you can argue him down in 

five minutes, but the butler is as steadfast as a rock. 

I do admire that butler. I hope you will break the 

news of my departure gently to him, for he proposed 

to me, and he has not yet had his answer.’ 

£ There is still time,’ said Edith, smiling in spite 

of herself. ‘ Shall I ring for him ?’ 

£ Please do not. I want to avoid a painful scene, 

because he is so sure of himself, and never dreams of 

a refusal. It is such a pity, too, for the butler is my 

ideal of what a member of the aristocracy should be. 
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His dignity is positively awe-inspiring; while Lord 

Freddie is such a simple, good-natured, everyday young 

fellow, that if I imported him to the States I am sure 

no one would believe he was a real lord. With the 

butler it would be so different,’ added Jennie, with a 

deep sigh. 

‘ It is too bad that you cannot exchange the declara¬ 

tion of the butler for one from Lord Frederick.’ 

‘Too bad!’ cried Jennie, looking with wide-open 

eyes at the girl before her; ‘ why, bless you ! I had 

a proposal from Lord Freddie two weeks before I ever 

saw the butler. I see you don’t believe a word I say. 

Well, you ask Lord Freddie. I’ll introduce you, and 

tell him you don’t believe he asked me to be Lady 

Freddie, if that’s the title. He’ll look sheepish, but 

he won’t deny it. You see, when I found I was going 

to stay in England for a time, I wrote to the editor 

of the Argus to get me a bunch of letters of introduc¬ 

tion and send them over, as I wanted particularly to 

study the aristocracy. So he sent them, and, I assure 

you, I found it much more difficult to get into your 

servants’ hall than I did into the halls of the nobility— 

besides, it costs less to mix with the Upper Ten.’ 

Edith sat in silence, looking with amazed interest 

at the girl, who talked so rapidly that there was some¬ 

times difficulty in following what she said. 

‘ No, Lord Freddie is not half so condescending 

as the butler, neither is his language so well chosen ; 

but then, I suppose, the butler’s had more practice, 

for Freddie is very young. I am exceedingly disap¬ 

pointed with the aristocracy. They are not nearly so 

haughty as I had imagined them to be. But what 

astonishes me in this country is the way you women 
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spoil the men. You are much too good to them. You 

pet them and fawn on them, and naturally they get 

conceited. It is such a pity, too; for they are nice 

fellows, most of them. It is the same everywhere I’ve 

been—servants’ hall included. Why, when you meet 

a young couple, of what you are pleased to call the 

“lower classes,” walking in the Park, the man hangs 

down his head as he slouches along, but the girl looks 

defiantly at you, as much as to say, “I’ve got him. 

Bless him ! What have you to say about it ?” while 

the man seems to be ashamed of himself, and evidently 

feels that he’s been had. Now, a man should be made 

to understand that you’re doing him a great favour 

when you give him a civil word. That’s the proper 

state of mind to keep a man in, and then you can do 

what you like with him. I generally make him propose, 

so as to get it over before any real harm’s done, and 

to give an artistic finish to the episode. After that 

we can be excellent friends, and have a jolly time. 

That’s the way I did with Lord Freddie. Now, here 

am I, chattering away as if I were paid for talking 

instead of writing. Why do you look at me so ? 

Don’t you believe what I tell you ?’ 

‘Yes, I believe all you say. What I can’t under¬ 

stand is, why a bright girl like you should enter a house 

and—well, do what you have done here, for instance.’ 

* Why shouldn’t I ? I am after accurate informa¬ 

tion. I get it in my own way. Your writers here tell 

how the poor live, and that sort of thing. They enter 

the houses of the poor quite unblushingly, and print 

their impressions of the poverty - stricken homes. 

Now, why should the rich man be exempt from a 

similar investigation ?’ 
16 
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‘ In either case it is the work of a spy.’ 

‘ Yes ; but a spy is not a dishonourable person—at 

least, he need not be. I saw a monument in West¬ 

minster Abbey to a man who was hanged as a spy. A 

spy must be brave; he must have nerve, caution, and 

resource. He sometimes does more for his country 

than a whole regiment. Oh, there are worse persons 

than spies in this world.’ 

‘ I suppose there are, still-’ 

‘Yes, I know. It is easy for persons with plenty of 

money to moralize on the shortcomings of others. I’ll 

tell you a secret. I’m writing a book, and if it’s a 

success, then good-bye to journalism. I don’t like the 

spy business myself any too well; I’m afraid England 

is contaminating me, and if I stayed here a few years I 

might degenerate so far as to think your newspapers 

interesting. By the way, have you seen Mr. Went¬ 

worth lately ?’ 

Edith hesitated a moment, and at last answered : 

* Yes, I saw him a day or two ago.’ 

‘Was he looking well? I think I ought to write 

him a note of apology for all the anxiety I caused him 

on board ship. You may not believe it, but I have 

actually had some twinges of conscience over that 

episode. I suppose that’s why I partially forgave you 

for stopping the cablegram.’ 

Edith Longworth was astonished at herself for giving 

the young woman information about Wentworth, but 

she gave it, and the amateur housemaid departed in 

peace, saying, by way of farewell: 

‘ I’m not going to write up your household, after all.’ 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 

One day when Kenyon entered the office, the clerk 

said to him : 

‘ That young gentleman has been here twice to see 

you. He said it was very important, sir.’ 

‘ What young gentleman ?’ 

* The gentleman—here is his card—who belongs to 

the Financial Field, sir.’ 

‘ Did he leave any message ?’ 

‘Yes, sir; he said he would call again at three 

o’clock.’ 

‘ Very good,’ said Kenyon ; and he began composing 

his address to the proposed subscribers. 

At three o’clock the smooth, oily person from the 

Financial Field put in an appearance. 

‘ Ah, Mr. Kenyon,’ he said, ‘ I am glad to meet you. 

I called in twice, but had not the good fortune to find 

you in. Can I see you in private for a moment ?’ 

‘ Yes,’ answered Kenyon. ‘ Come into the directors’ 

room and into the directors’ room they went, Kenyon 

closing the door behind them. 

‘ Now,’ said the representative of the Financial Field, 

«I have brought you a proof of the editorial we pro¬ 

pose using, which I am desired by the proprietor to 

show you, so that it may be free, if possible, from 

any error. We are very anxious to have things correct 

in the Financial Field; and with this he handed to 

John a long slip of paper with a column of printed 

matter upon it. 
The article was headed, ‘ The Canadian Mica Mining 

Company, Limited.’ It went on to show what the 
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mine had been, what it had done, and what chances 

there were for investors getting a good return for their 

money by buying the shares. John read it through 

carefully. 

‘ That is a very handsome article,’ he said ; ‘ and it is 

without an error, so far as I can see.’ 

‘ I am glad you think so,’ replied the young gentle¬ 

man, folding up the proof and putting it in his inside 

pocket. ‘ Now, as I said before, although I am not the 

advertising canvasser of the Financial Field, I thought 

I would see you with reference to an advertisement for 

the paper.’ 

‘ Well, you know, we have not had a meeting of the 

proposed stockholders yet, and therefore are not in a 

position to give any advertisements regarding the mine. 

I have no doubt advertisements will be given, and, of 

course, your paper will be remembered among the rest.’ 

* Ah,’ said the young man, ‘that is hardly satisfactory 

to us. We have a vacant half-page for Monday, the 

very best position in the paper, which the proprietor 

thought you would like to secure.’ 

‘ As I said a moment ago, we are not in a position to 

secure it. It is premature to talk of advertising at the 

present state of affairs.’ 

‘ I think, you know, it will be to your interest to take 

the half-page. The price is three hundred pounds, and 

besides that amount we should like to have some shares 

in the company.’ 

‘ Do you mean three hundred pounds for one inser¬ 

tion of the advertisement ?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘ Doesn’t that strike you as being a trifle exorbitant ? 

Your paper has a comparatively limited circulation, 
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and they do not ask us such a price even in the large 

dailies.’ 

‘ Ah, my dear sir, the large dailies are quite different. 

They have a tremendous circulation, it is true, but it is 

not the kind of circulation we have. No other paper 

circulates so largely among investors as the Financial 

Field. It is read by exactly the class of people you 

desire to reach, and I may say that, except through 

the Financial Field, you cannot get at some of the best 

men in the City.’ 

‘ Well, admitting all that, as I have said once or twice, 

we are not yet in a position to give an advertisement.’ 

‘ Then, I am very sorry to say that we cannot, on 

Monday, publish the article I have shown you.’ 

‘Very well; I cannot help it. You are not com¬ 

pelled to print it unless you wish. I am not sure, 

either, that publishing the article on Monday would do 

us any good. It would be premature, as I say. We 

are not yet ready to court publicity until we have had 

our first meeting of proposed stockholders.’ 

* When is your first meeting of stockholders ?’ 

‘ On Monday, at three o’clock.’ 

‘Very well, we could put that announcement in 

another column, and I am sure you would find the 

attendance at your meeting would be very largely and 

substantially increased.’ 

‘ Possibly; but I decline to do anything till after the 

meeting.’ 

‘ I think you would find it pay you extremely well to 

take that half-page.’ 
‘ I am not questioning the fact at all. I am merely 

saying what I have said to everyone else, that we are 

not ready to consider advertising.’ 
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4 I am sorry we cannot come to an arrangement, 

Mr. Kenyon—very sorry indeedand, saying this, he 

took another proof-sheet out of his pocket, which he 

handed to Kenyon. ‘ If we cannot come to an under¬ 

standing, the manager has determined to print this, 

instead of the article I showed you. Would you kindly 

glance over it, because we should like to have it as 

correct as possible.’ 

Kenyon opened his eyes, and unfolded the paper. 

The heading was the same, but he had read only a 

sentence or two when he found that the mica-mine 

was one of the greatest swindles ever attempted on 

poor old innocent financial London ! 

£ Do you mean to say,’ cried John, looking up at him, 

with his anger kindling, ‘ that if I do not bribe you to 

the extent of three hundred pounds, besides giving you 

an unknown quantity of stock, you will publish this 
libel ?’ 

4 I do not say it is a libel,’ said the young man 

smoothly ; ‘ that would be a matter for the courts to 

decide. You might sue us for libel, if you thought we 

had treated you badly. I may say that has been tried 

several times, but with indifferent success.’ 

4 But do you mean to tell me that you intend to 

publish this article if I do not pay you the three 
hundred pounds ?’ 

4 Yes; putting it crudely, that is exactly what I do 
mean.’ 

Kenyon rose in his wrath and flung open the door. 

41 must ask you to leave this place, and leave it at 

once. If you ever put in an appearance here again 

while I am in the office, I will call a policeman and 
have you turned out!’ 



A WOMAN INTERVENES 247 

‘ My dear sir,’ expostulated the other suavely, * it is 

merely a matter of business. If you find it impossible 

to deal with us, there is no harm done. If our paper 

has no influence, we cannot possibly injure you. That, 

of course, is entirely for you to judge. If, any time 

between now and Sunday night, you conclude to act 

otherwise, a wire to our office will hold things over 

until we have had an opportunity of coming to an 

arrangement with you. If not, this article will be pub¬ 

lished on Monday morning. I wish you a very good 

afternoon, sir.’ 

John said nothing, but watched his visitor out on the 

pavement, and then returned to the making of his 

report. 

On Monday morning, as he came in by train, his eye 

caught a flaming poster on one of the bill-boards at the 

station. It was headed Financial Field, and the next 

line, in heavy black letters, was, ‘ The Mica Mining 

Swindle.’ Kenyon called a newsboy to him and bought 

a copy of the paper. There, in leaded type, was the 

article before him. It seemed, somehow, much more 

important on the printed page than it had looked in 

the proof. 

As he read it, he noticed an air of truthful sincerity 

about the editorial that had escaped him during the brief 

glance he had given it on Friday. It went on to say 

that the Austrian Mining Company had sunk a good 

deal of money in the mine, and that it had never 

paid a penny of dividends; that they merely kept 

on at a constant loss to themselves in the hope of 

being able to swindle some confiding investors—but 

that even their designs were as nothing compared to 

the barefaced rascality contemplated by John Kenyon. 
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E[e caught his breath as he saw his own name in 

print. It was a shock for which he was not pre¬ 

pared, as he had not noticed it in the proof. Then 

he read on. It seemed that this man, Kenyon, had 

secured the mine at something like ten thousand 

pounds, and was trying to palm it off on the unfor¬ 

tunate British public at the enormous increase of two 

hundred thousand pounds ; but this nefarious attempt 

would doubtless be frustrated so long as there were 

papers of the integrity of the Financial Field, to take 

the risk and expense of making such an exposure as 

was here set forth. 

The article possessed a singular fascination for 

Kenyon. He read and re-read it in a dazed way, as 

if the statement referred to some other person, and he 

could not help feeling sorry for that person. 

He still had the paper in his hand as he walked up 

the street, and he felt numbed and dazed as if someone 

had struck him a blow. He was nearly run over in 

crossing one of the thoroughfares, and heard an out¬ 

burst of profanity directed at him from a cab-driver 

and a man on a bus ; but he heeded them not, walking 

through the crowd as if under a spell. 

He passed the door of his own gorgeous office, and 

walked some distance up the street before he realized 

what he had done. Then he turned back again, 

and, just at the doorstep, paused with a pang at his 
heart. 

‘ I wonder if Edith Longworth will read that article,’ 
he said to himself. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

When John Kenyon entered his office, he thought 

the clerk looked at him askance. He imagined that 

innocent employe had been reading the article in the 

Financial Field; but the truth is, John was hardly 

in a frame of mind to form a correct opinion on what 

other people were doing. Everybody he met in the 

street, it seemed to him, was discussing the article in 

the Financial Field. 

He asked if anybody had been in that morning, and 

was told there had been no callers. Then he passed 

into the directors’ room, closed the door behind him, 

sat down on a chair, and leaned his head on his hands 

with his elbows on the table. In this position Went¬ 

worth found him some time later, and when John 

looked up his face was haggard and aged. 

‘ Ah, I see you have read it.’ 

‘ Yes.’ 

‘ Do you think Longworth is at the bottom of that 

article ?’ 

John shook his head. 

‘ Oh no,’ he said ; * he had nothing whatever to do 

with it.’ 

‘ How do you know ?’ 

Kenyon related exactly what had passed between the 

oily young man of the Financial Field and himself in 

that very room. While this recital was going on, 

Wentworth walked up and down, expressing his 

opinion, now and then, in remarks that were short and 

pithy, but hardly fit for publication. When the story 

was told he turned to Kenyon. 
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‘ Well,’ he said, ‘ there is nothing for it but to sue 

the paper for libel.’ 

‘ What good will that do ?’ 

‘ What good will it do ? Do you mean to say that 

you intend to sit here under such an imputation as 

they have cast upon you, and do nothing? What good 

will it do ? It will do all the good in the world.’ 

‘ We cannot form our company and sue the paper at 

the same time. All our energies will have to be directed 

towards the matter we have in hand.’ 

‘ But, my dear John, don’t you see the effect of that 

article ? How can we form our company if such a 

lie remains unchallenged? Nobody will look at our 

proposals. Everyone will say, “ What have you done 

about the article that appeared in thq Financial Field?" 

If we say we have done nothing, then, of course, the 

natural inference is that we are a pair of swindlers, 

and that our scheme is a fraud.’ 

£I have always thought,’ said John, ‘that the capi¬ 

talization is too high.’ 

£ Really, I believe you think that article is not so 

unfair, after all. John, I’m astonished at you !’ 

‘ But if we do commence a libel suit, it cannot be 

finished before our option has expired. If we tell 

people that we have begun a suit against the Financial 

Field for libel, they will merely say they prefer to wait 

and hear what the result of the case is. By that time 

our chances of forming a company will be gone.’ 

‘ There is a certain amount of truth in that; never¬ 

theless, I do not see how we are to go on with our 

company unless suit for libel is at least begun.’ 

Before John could reply there was a knock at the 

door, and the clerk entered with a letter in his hand 
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which had just come in. Kenyon tore it open, read it, 

and then tossed it across the table to Wentworth. 

Wentworth saw the name of their firm of solicitors at 

the top of the letter-paper. Then he read : 

* Dear Sir, 

‘ You have doubtless seen the article in the 

Financial Field of this morning, referring to the 

Canadian Mica Mining Company. We should be 

pleased to know what action you intend to take in the 

matter. We may say that, in justice to our reputation, 

we can no longer represent your company unless a suit 

is brought against the paper which contains the article. 

‘ Yours truly, 

‘ W. Hawk.’ 

Wentworth laughed with a certain bitterness. 

‘Well,’ he said, ‘if it has come to such a pass that 

Hawk fears for his reputation, the sooner we begin a 

libel suit against the paper the better!’ 

‘Perhaps,’ said John, with a look of agony on his 

face, ‘ you will tell me where the money is to come 

from. The moment we get into the Law Courts 

money will simply flow like water, and doubtless the 

Financial Field has plenty of it. It will add to their 

reputation, and they will make a boast that they are 

fighting the battle of the investor in London. Every¬ 

thing is grist that comes to their mill. Meanwhile, we 

shall be paying out money, or we shall be at a tre¬ 

mendous disadvantage, and the result of it all will 

probably be a disagreement of the jury and practical 

ruin for us. You see, I have no witnesses.’ 

‘Yes, but what about the mine? Plow can we go 

on without vindicating ourselves ?’ 
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Before anything further could be said, young Mr. 

Longworth came in, looking as cool, calm, and un¬ 

ruffled as if there were no such things in the world 

as financial newspapers. 

‘ Discussing it, I see,’ were his first words. 

‘ Yes/ said Wentworth ; ‘ I am very glad you have 

come. We have a little difference of opinion in the 

matter of that article. Kenyon here is averse to suing 

that paper for libel; I am in favour of prosecuting it. 

Now, what do you say?’ 

‘ My dear fellow,’ replied Longworth, ‘ I am delighted 

to be able to agree with Mr. Kenyon for once. Sue 

them ! Why, of course not. That is just what they 

want.’ 

* But/ said Wentworth, ‘ if we do not, who is going 

to look at our mine ?’ 

‘ Exactly the same number of people as would look 

at it before the article appeared.’ 

‘ Don’t you think it will have any effect ?’ 

‘ Not the slightest.’ 

‘ But look at this letter from your own lawyers on 

the subject.’ Wentworth handed Longworth the letter 

from Hawk. Longworth adjusted his glass and read 

it carefully through. 

‘ By Jove!’ he said with a laugh, ‘ I call that good ; 

I call that distinctly good. I had no idea old Hawk 

was such a humorist! His reputation indeed; well, 

that beats me ! All that Hawk wants is another suit 

on his hands. I wish you would let me keep this 

letter. I will have some fun with my friend Hawk 

over it.’ 

‘You are welcome to the letter, so far as I am con¬ 

cerned/ said Wentworth; ‘ but do you mean to say, 
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Mr. Longworth, that we have to sit here calmly under 

this imputation and do nothing?’ 

‘ I mean to say nothing of the kind ; but I don’t pro¬ 

pose to play into their hands by suing them—at least, 

I should not if it were my case instead of Kenyon’s.’ 

‘ What would you do ?’ 

‘ I would let them sue me if they wanted to. Of 

course, their canvasser called to see you, didn’t he, 

Kenyon ?’ 

‘ Yes, he did.’ 

* He told you that he had a certain amount of space 

to sell for a certain sum in cash ?’ 

‘ Yes.’ 

‘ And, if you did not buy that space, this certain 

article would appear; whereas, if you did, an article of 

quite a different complexion would be printed ?’ 

‘ You seem to know all about it,’ said Kenyon sus¬ 

piciously. 

‘ Of course I do, my dear boy! Everybody knows 

all about it. That’s the way those papers make their 

money. I think myself, as a general rule, it is cheaper 

to buy them off. I believe my uncle always does that 

when he has anything special on hand, and doesn’t 

want to be bothered with outside issues. But we 

haven’t done so in this instance, and this is the result. 

It can be easily remedied yet, mind you, if you like. 

All that you have to do is to pay his price, and there 

will be an equally lengthy article saying that, from out¬ 

side information received with regard to the Canadian 

Mining Company, he regrets very much that the former 

article was an entire mistake, and that there is no 

more secure investment in England than this particular 

mine. But now, when he has come out with his 
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editorial, I think it isn’t worth while to have any 

further dealings with him. Anything he can say now 

will not matter. He has done all the harm he can. 

But I would at once put the boot on the other foot. I 

would write down all the circumstances just as they 

happened—give the name of the young man who called 

upon you, tell exactly the price he demanded for his 

silence, and I will have that printed in an opposition 

paper to-morrow. Then it will be our friend the 

Financial Field's turn to squirm ! He will say it is 

all a lie, of course, but nobody will believe him, and 

we can tell him, from the opposition paper, that if it 

is a lie he is perfectly at liberty to sue us for libel. 

Let him begin the suit if he wants to do so. Let him 

defend his reputation. Sue him for libel! I know a 

game worth two of that. Could you get out the state¬ 

ment before the meeting this afternoon ?’ 

Kenyon, who had been looking, for the first time in 

his life, gratefully at Longworth, said he could. 

‘Very well; just set it down in your own words as 

plainly as possible, and give date, hour, and full par¬ 

ticulars. Sign your name to it, and I will take it 

when I come to the meeting this afternoon. It would 

not be a bad plan to read it to those who are here. 

There is nothing like fighting the devil with fire. 

Fight a paper with another paper. Nothing new, I 

suppose ?’ 

‘No,’ said Kenyon; ‘nothing new except what we 

are discussing.’ 

‘Well, don’t let that trouble you. Do as I say, and 

we will begin an interesting controversy. People like 

a fight, and it will attract attention to the mine. Good¬ 

bye. I shall see you this afternoon.’ 
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He left both Kenyon and Wentworth in a much 

happier frame of mind than that in which he had 
found them. 

‘I say, Kenyon,’ said Wentworth, ‘that fellow is a 

trump. His advice has cleared the air wonderfully. 

I believe his plan is the best, after all, and, as you say, 

we have no money for an expensive lawsuit. I shall 

leave you now to get on with your work, and will 
return at three o’clock.’ 

At that hour John had his statement finished. The 

first man to arrive was Longworth, who read the article 

with approval, merely suggesting a change here and 

there, which was duly made. Then he put the com¬ 

munication into an envelope, and sent it to the editor 

of the opposition paper. Wentworth came in next, 

then Melville, then Mr. King. After this they all 

adjourned to the directors’ room, and in a few minutes 

the others were present. 

‘Now,’ said Longworth, ‘as we are all here, I do 

not see any necessity for delay. You have probably 

read the article that appeared in this morning’s 

Financial Field. Mr. Kenyon has written a statement 

in relation to that, which gives the full particulars of 

the inside of a very disreputable piece of business. It 

was merely an attempt at blackmailing which failed. 

I intended to have had the statement read to you, but 

we thought it best to get it off as quickly as possible, 

and it will appear to-morrow in the Financial Eagle, 

where, I hope, you will all read it. Now, Mr. Kenyon, 

perhaps you will tell us something about the mine.’ 

Kenyon, like many men of worth and not of words, 

was a very poor speaker. He seemed confused, and 

was often a little obscure in his remarks, but he was 
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listened to with great attention by those present. He 

was helped here and there by a judicious question 

from young Longworth, and when he sat down the 

impression was not so bad as might have been ex¬ 

pected. After a moment’s silence, it was Mr. King 

who spoke. 

‘ As I take it,’ he said, £ all we wish to know is this : 

Is the mine what it is represented to be ? Is the 

mineral the best for the use Mr. Kenyon has indicated ? 

Is there a sufficient quantity of that mineral in the 

mountain he speaks of to make it worth while to 

organize this company? It seems to me that this 

can only be answered by some practical man going 

out there and seeing the mine for himself. Mr. 

Melville is, I understand, a practical man. If he has 

the time to spare, I would propose that he should go 

to America, see this mine, and report.’ 

Another person asked when the option on the mine 

ran out. This was answered by Longworth, who said 

that the person who went over and reported on the 

mine could cable the word * Right ’ or ‘ Wrong ’; then 

there would be time to act in London in getting up 

the list of subscribers. 

‘ I suppose,’ said another, 5 that in case of delay 

there would be no trouble in renewing the option for 

a month or two ?’ 

To this Kenyon replied that he did not know. The 

owners might put a higher price on the property, or 

the mine might be producing more mica than it had 

been heretofore, and they perhaps might not be inclined 

to sell. He thought that things should be arranged 

so that there would be no necessity of asking for an 

extension of the option, and to this they all agreed. 
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Melville then said he had no objection to taking 

a trip to Canada. It was merely a question of the 

amount of the mineral in sight, and he thought he 

could determine that as well as anybody else. And 

so the matter was about to be settled, when Long- 

worth rose, and said that he was perfectly willing to 

go to Canada himself, in company with Mr. Melville; 

that he would pay all his own expenses, and give 

them the benefit of his opinion as well. This was 

received with applause, and the meeting terminated. 

Longworth shook hands with Kenyon and Wentworth. 

‘We will sail by the first steamer,’ he said, ‘and, as 

I may not see you again, you might write me a letter 

of introduction to Mr. Von Brent, and tell him that 

I am acting for you in this affair. That will make 

matters smooth in getting an extension of the option, 

if it should be necessary.’ 

CHAPTER XXX. 

Kenyon was on his way to lunch next day, when he met 

Wentworth at the door. 

* Going to feed ?’ asked the latter. 

‘ Yes.’ 
‘ Very well; I’ll go with you. I couldn’t stay last night 

to have a talk with you over the meeting; but what 

did you think of it ?’ 
‘ Well, considering the article which appeared in the 

morning, and considering also the exhibition I made of 

myself in attempting to explain the merits of the mine, 

I think things went off rather smoothly.’ 

< So do I. It doesn’t strike you that they went off a 

little too smoothly, does it ?’ 

17 
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‘ What do you mean ?’ 

‘ I don’t know exactly what I mean. I merely wanted 

t© get your own opinion about it. You see, I have 

attended a great many gatherings of this sort, and 

it struck me there was a certain cut-and-driedness 

about the meeting. I can’t say whether it impressed 

me favourably or unfavourably, but I noticed it.’ 

‘ I still don’t understand what you mean.’ 

* Well, as a general thing in such meetings, when a 

man gets up and proposes a certain action there is 

some opposition, or somebody has a suggestion to 

make, or something better to propose—or thinks he 

has—and so there is a good deal of talk. Now, when 

King got up and proposed calmly that Melville should 

go to America, it appeared to me rather an extra¬ 

ordinary thing to do, unless he had consulted Melville 

beforehand.’ 

‘ Perhaps he had done so.’ 

‘ Yes, perhaps. What do you think of it all ?’ 

Kenyon mused for a moment before he replied: 

‘ As I said before, I thought things went off very 

smoothly. Whom do you suspect—young Long- 

worth ?’ 

‘ I do not know whom I suspect. I am merely 

getting anxious about the shortness of the time. I 

think, myself, you ought to go to America. There is 

nothing to be done here. You should go, see Von 

Brent, and get a renewal of the option. Don’t you see 

that when they get over there, allowing them a few 

days in New York, and a day or two to get out to the 

mine, we shall have little more than a week, after the 

cable despatch comes, in which to do anything, should 

they happen to report unfavourably.’ 
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* Yes, I see that. Still, it is only a question of facts 

on which they have to report, and you know, as well as 

I do, that no truthful men can report unfavourably on 

what we have certified. We have understated the case 

in every instance.’ 

‘ I know that. I am perfectly well aware of that. 

Everything is all right if—if—Longworth is dealing 

honestly with us. If he is not, then everything is all 

wrong, and I should feel a great deal easier if we had 

in our possession another three months’ option of the 

mine. We are now at the fag-end of this option, and, 

it seems to me, as protection to ourselves, we ought 

either to write to Von Brent- By the way, have 

you ever written to him ?’ 

* I wrote one letter telling him how we were getting 

on, but have received no answer; perhaps he is not in 

Ottawa at present.’ 

‘ Well, I think you ought to go to the mine with 

Longworth and Melville. It is the conjunction of 

those two men that makes me suspicious. I can’t tell 

what I distrust. I can give nothing definite ; but I 

have a vague uneasiness when I think that the man 

who tried to mislead us regarding the value of the 

mineral is going with the man who has led us into all 

this expense. Longworth refused to go into the scheme 

in the first place, pretended he had forgotten all about 

it in the second place, and then suddenly developed an 

interest.’ 

John knitted his brows and said nothing. 

‘ I don’t want to worry you about it, but I am anxious 

to have your candid opinion. What had we better do ?’ 

‘ It seems to me,’ said John, after a pause, ‘ that we 

can do nothing. It is a very perplexing situation. I 



26o A WOMAN INTERVENES 

think, however, we should turn it over in our minds for 

a few days, and then I can get to America in plenty of 

time, if necessary.’ 

‘ Very well, suppose we give them ten days to get to 

the mine and reply. If no reply comes by the eleventh 

day, then you will still have eighteen or nineteen days 

before the option expires. Put it at twelve days. I 

propose, if you hear nothing by then, you go over.’ 

‘ Right,’ said John ; ‘ we may take that as settled.’ 

‘ By the way, you got an invitation to-day, did you 

not ?’ 

‘ Yes.’ 

‘ Are you going ?’ 

‘ I do not know. I should like to go, and yet, you 

know, I am entirely unused to fashionable assemblages. 

I should not know what to say or do while I was 

there.’ 

‘ As I understand, it is not to be a fashionable party, 

but merely a little friendly gathering which Miss Long- 

worth gives because her cousin is about to sail for 

Canada. I don’t want to flatter you, John, at all, but 

I imagine Miss Longworth would be rather disap¬ 

pointed if you did not put in an appearance. Besides, 

as we are partners with Longworth in this, and as he 

is going away on account of the mine, I think it would 

be a little ungracious of us not to go.’ 

‘ Very well, I will go. Shall I call for you, or will 

you come for me ?’ 

‘ I will call for you, and we will go there together in 

a cab. Be ready about eight o’clock.’ 

The mansion of the Longworths was brilliantly 

lighted, and John felt rather faint-hearted as he stood 

on the steps before going in. The chances are he 



A WOMAN INTERVENES 261 

would not have had the courage to allow himself to be 

announced if his friend Wentworth had not been with 

him. George, however, had no such qualms, being 

more experienced in this kind of thing than his com¬ 

rade. So they entered together, and were warmly 

greeted by the young hostess. 

‘ It is so kind of you to come,’ she said, * on such 

short notice. I was afraid you might have had some 

prior engagement, and would have found it impossible 
to be with us.’ 

‘ You must not think that of me,’ said Wentworth. 

‘ I was certain to come; but I must confess my friend 

Kenyon here was rather difficult to manage. He 

seems to frown on social festivities, and actually had 

the coolness to propose that we should both plead 

more important business.’ 

Edith looked reproachfully at Kenyon, who flushed 

to the temples, as was his custom, and said: 

‘ Now, Wentworth, that is unfair. You mus-t not 

mind what he says, Miss Longworth; he likes to bring 

confusion on me, and he knows how to do it. I cer¬ 

tainly said nothing about a prior engagement.’ 

‘Well, now you are here, I hope you will enjoy 

yourselves. It is quite an informal little gathering, with 

nothing to abash even Mr. Kenyon.’ 

They found young Longworth there in company 

with Melville, who was to be his companion on the 

voyage. He shook hands, but without exhibiting the 

pleasure at meeting them which his cousin had shown. 

‘ My cousin,’ said the young man, ‘seems resolved to 

make the going of the prodigal nephew an occasion for 

killing the fatted calf. I’m sure I don’t know why, 

unless it is that she is glad to be rid of me for a month.1 
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Edith laughed at this, and left the men together. 

Wentworth speedily contrived to make himself agree¬ 

able to the young ladies who were present; but John, 

it must be admitted, felt awkward and out of place. 

He was not enjoying himself. He caught himself now 

and then following Edith Longworth with his eyes; 

and when he realized he was doing this, would abruptly 

look at the floor. In her handsome evening dress 

she appeared supremely lovely, and this John Kenyon 

admitted to himself with a sigh, for her very loveliness 

seemed to place her further and further away from 

him. Somebody played something on the piano, and 

this was, in a way, a respite for John. He felt that 

nobody was looking at him. Then a young man gave 

a recitation, which was very well received, and Kenyon 

began to forget his uneasiness. A German gentleman 

with long hair sat down at the piano with a good deal 

of importance in his demeanour. There was much 

arranging of music, and finally, when the leaves were 

settled to his satisfaction, there was a tremendous 

crash of chords, the beginning of what was evidently 

going to be a troublesome time for the piano. In the 

midst of this hurricane of sound John Kenyon became 

aware that Edith Longworth had sat down beside 

him. 

* I have got everyone comfortably settled with every¬ 

one else,’ she said in a whisper to him, ‘ and you seem 

to be the only one who is, as it were, out in the cold, 

so, you see, I have done you the honour to come and 

talk to you.’ 

‘ It is indeed an honour,’ said John earnestly. 

‘ Oh, really,’ said the young woman, laughing very 

softly, ‘ you must not take things so seriously. I didn’t 
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mean quite what I said, you know—that was only, 

as the children say, “ pretended ” ; but you take one’s 

light remarks as if they were most weighty sentences. 

Now, you must look as if you were entertaining me 

charmingly, whereas I have sat down beside you to 

have a very few minutes’ talk on business. I know 

it’s very bad form to talk business at an evening party, 

but, you see, I have no other chance to speak with you. 

I understand you have had a meeting of shareholders, 

and yet you never sent me an invitation. I told 

you that I wished to help you in forming a company; 

but that is the way you business men always treat a 

woman.’ 

‘ Really, Miss Longworth,’ began Kenyon ; but she 

speedily interrupted him. 

‘ I am not going to let you make any explanation. 

I have come over here to enjoy scolding you, and I 

am not to be cheated out of my pleasure.’ 

‘ I think,’ said John, ‘ if you knew how much I have 

suffered during this last day or two, you would be very 

lenient with me. Did you read that article upon me 

in the Financial Field ?’ 

‘No, I did not, but I read your reply to it this 

morning, and I think it was excellent.’ 

* Ah, that was hardly fair. A person should read 

both sides of the question before passing judgment.’ 

‘It is a woman’s idea of fairness,’ said Edith, ‘ to 

read what pertains to her friend, and to form her 

judgment without hearing the other side. But you 

must not think I am going to forego scolding you 

because of my sympathy with you. Don’t you re¬ 

member you promised to let me know how your 

company was progressing from time to time, and here 
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I have never had a word from you ; now tell me how 

you have been getting on.’ 

‘ I hardly know, but I think we are doing very well 

indeed. You know, of course, that your cousin is 

going to America to report upon the mine. As I have 

stated nothing but what is perfectly true about the 

property, there can be no question as to what that 

report will be, so it seems to me everything is going 

on nicely.’ 

‘ Why do not you go to America ?’ 

* Ah, well, I am an interested party, and those who 

are thinking of going in with us have my report already. 

It is necessary to corroborate that. When it is cor¬ 

roborated, I expect we shall have no trouble in forming 

the company.’ 

‘And was William chosen by those men to go to 

Canada ?’ 

‘ He was not exactly chosen ; he volunteered. Mr. 

Melville here was the one who was chosen.’ 

‘ And why Mr. Melville more than you, for in¬ 

stance ?’ 

‘Well, as I said, I am out of the question because 

I am an interested party. Melville is a man con¬ 

nected with china works, and as such, in a measure, 

an expert.’ 

‘ Is Mr. Melville a friend of yours ?’ 

‘No, he is not. I never saw him until he came 

to the meeting.’ 

‘ Do you know,’ she said, lowering her voice and 

bending towards him, ‘that I do not like Mr. Melville’s 

face ?’ Kenyon glanced at Melville, who was at the 

other side of the room, and Edith went on: ‘ You 

must not look at people when I mention them in that 
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way, or they will know we are talking about them. 

I do not like his face. He is too handsome a man, 

and I don’t like handsome men.’ 

‘Don’t you, really,’ said John; ‘then, you ought 
to-’ 

Edith laughed softly, a low, musical laugh that was 

not heard above the piano din, and was intended for 

John alone, and to his ears it was the sweetest music 

he had ever heard. 

‘ I know what you were going to say,’ she said ; 

‘ you were going to say that in that case I ought to 

like you. Well, I do; that is why I am taking such 

an interest in your mine, and in your friend Mr. 

Wentworth. And so my cousin volunteered to go to 

Canada. Now, I think you ought to go yourself.’ 

‘ Why ?’ said Kenyon, startled that she should have 

touched the point .that had been discussed between 

Wentworth and himself. 

‘I can only give you a woman’s reason—“because 

I do.” It seems to me you ought to be there to know 

what they report at the time they do report. Perhaps 

they won’t understand the mine without your explana¬ 

tion, and then you see an adverse report might come 

back in perfect good faith. I think you ought to go 

to America, Mr. Kenyon.’ 

‘ That is just what George Wentworth says.’ 

‘ Does he ? I always thought he was a very sensible 

young man, and now I am sure of it. Well, I must 

not stay here gossiping with you on business. I see 

the professor is going to finish, and so I shall have 

to look after my other guests. If I don’t see you again 

this evening, or have no opportunity of speaking with 

you, think over what I have said.’ 
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And then, with the most charming hypocrisy, the 

young woman thanked the professor for the music to 

which she had not listened in the least. 

‘ Well, how did you enjoy yourself ?’ said Wentworth, 

when they had got outside again. 

It was a clear, starlight night, and they had resolved 

to walk home together. 

* I enjoyed myself very well indeed,’ answered 

Kenyon; ‘ much better than I expected. It was a 

little awkward at first, but I got over that.’ 

* I noticed you did—with help.’ 

* Yes, “ with help.” ’ 

‘ If you are inclined to rave, John, now that we are 

under the stars, remember I am a close confidant, and 

a sympathetic listener. I should like to hear you rave, 

just to learn how an exasperatingly sensible man acts 

under the circumstances.’ 

* I shall not rave about anything, George, but I will 

tell you something. I am going to Canada.’ 

‘ Ah, did she speak about that ?’ 

* She did.’ 

‘ And of course her advice at once decides the 

matter, after my most cogent arguments have failed ?’ 

‘ Don’t be offended, George, but—it does.’ 

CHAPTER XXXI. 

‘What name, please ?’ 

‘ Tell Mr. Wentworth a lady wishes to see him.5 

The boy departed rather dubiously, for he knew this 

message was decidedly irregular in a business office. 

People should give their names. 
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4 A lady to see you, sir,’ he said to Wentworth ; and 

then, just as the boy had expected, his employer 

wanted to know the lady’s name. 

Ladies are not frequent visitors at the office of an 

accountant in the City, so Wentworth touched his 

collar and tie to make sure they were in their correct 

position, and, wondering who the lady was, asked the 

boy to show her in. 

‘ How do you do, Mr. Wentworth ?’ she said brightly, 

advancing towards his table and holding out her hand. 

Wentworth caught his breath, and took her extended 

hand somewhat limply, then he pulled himself together ; 
saying : 

‘ This is an unexpected pleasure, Miss Brewster.’ 

Jennie blushed very prettily, and laughed a laugh 

that Wentworth thought was like a little ripple of 

music from a mellow flute. 

4 It may be unexpected,’ she said, ‘ but you don’t look 

a bit like a man suffering from an overdose of pure joy. 

You didn’t expect to see me, did you ?’ 

41 did not; but now that you are here, may I ask in 

what way I can serve you ?’ 

‘Well, in the first place, you may ask me to take a 

chair, and in the second place you may sit down your¬ 

self ; for I’ve come to have a long talk with you.’ 

The prospect did not seem to be so alluring to 

Wentworth as one might have expected, when the 

announcement was made by a girl so pretty, and 

dressed in such exquisite taste ; but the young man 

promptly offered her a chair, and then sat down, with 

the table between them. She placed her parasol and 

a few things she had been carrying on the table, 

arranging them with some care; then, having given 
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him time to recover from his surprise, she flashed a 

look at him that sent a thrill to the finger-tips of the 

young man. Yet a danger understood is a danger 

half overcome ; and Wentworth, unconsciously draw¬ 

ing a deep breath, nerved himself against any recur¬ 

rence of a feeling he had been trying with but in¬ 

different success to forget, saying grimly, but only 

half convincingly, to himself: 

‘You are not going to fool me a second time, my 

girl, lovely as you are.’ 

A glimmer of a smile hovered about the red lips of 

the girl, a smile hardly perceptible, but giving an effect 

to her clear complexion as if a sunbeam had crept into 

the room, and its reflection had lit up her face. 

‘I have come to apologize, Mr. Wentworth,’ she 

said at last. £ I find it a very difficult thing to do, and, 

as I don’t quite know how to begin, I plunge right 

into it.’ 

* You don’t need to apologize to me for anything, 

Miss Brewster,’ replied Wentworth, rather stiffly. 

‘ Oh yes, I do. Don’t make it harder than it is by 

being too frigidly polite about it, but say you accept 

the apology, and that you’re sorry—no, I don’t mean 

that—I should say that you’re sure I’m sorry, and that 

you know I won’t do it again.’ 

Wentworth laughed, and Miss Brewster joined him. 

‘ There,’ she said, ‘ that’s ever so much better. I 

suppose you’ve been thinking hard things of me ever 

since we last met.’ 

‘ I’ve tried to,’ replied Wentworth. 

‘Now, that’s what I call honest; besides, I like the 

implied compliment. I think it’s very neat indeed. 

I’m really very, very sorry that I—that things happened 
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as they did. I wouldn’t have blamed you if you had 

used exceedingly strong language about it at the 

time.’ 

‘ I must confess that I did.’ 

‘Ah !’ said Jennie, with a sigh, ‘you men have so 

many comforts denied to us women. But I came here 

for another purpose ; if I had merely wanted to apolo¬ 

gize, I think I would have written. I want some in¬ 

formation which you can give me, if you like.’ 

The young woman rested her elbows on the table, 

with her chin in her hands, gazing across at him 

earnestly and innocently. Poor George felt that it 

would be almost impossible to refuse anything to those 

large beseeching eyes. 

‘ I want you to tell me about your mine.’ 

All the geniality that had gradually come into Went¬ 

worth’s face and manner vanished instantly. 

‘ So this is the old business over again,’ he said. 

‘ How can you say that!’ cried Jennie reproachfully. 

‘ I am asking for my own satisfaction entirely, and not 

for my paper. Besides, I tell you frankly what I want 

to know, and don’t try to get it by indirect means—by 

false pretences, as you once said.’ 

‘ How can you expect me to give you information 

that does not belong to me alone ? I have no right to 

speak of a business which concerns others without 

their permission.’ 

‘ Ah, then, there are at least two more concerned in 

the mine,’ said Jennie gleefully. ‘Kenyon is one, I 

know ; who is the other ?’ 

‘ Miss Brewster, I will tell you nothing.’ 

‘ But you have told me something already. Please 

go on and talk, Mr. Wentworth—about anything you 
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like—and I shall soon find out all I want to know 

about the mine.’ 

She paused, but Wentworth remained silent, which, 

indeed, the bewildered young man realized was the 

only safe thing to do. 

* They speak of the talkativeness of women,’ Miss 

Brewster went on, as if soliloquizing, ‘ but it is nothing 

to that of the men. Once set a man talking, and you 

learn everything he knows—besides ever so much more 

that he doesn’t.’ 

Miss Brewster had abandoned her very taking atti¬ 

tude, with its suggestion of confidential relations, and 

had removed her elbows from the table, sitting now 

back in her chair, gazing dreamily at the dingy 

window which let the light in from the dingy court. 

She seemed to have forgotten that Wentworth was 

there, and said, more to herself than to him : 

‘ I wonder if Kenyon would tell me about the 

mine.’ 

‘ You might ask him.’ 

‘No; it wouldn’t do any good,’ she continued, gently 

shaking her head. ‘ He’s one of your silent men, and 

there are so few of them in this world. Perhaps I had 

better go to William Longworth himself; he’s not sus¬ 

picious of me.’ 

As she said this, she threw a quick glance at Went¬ 

worth, and the unfortunate young man’s face at once 

told her that she had hit the mark. She bent her head 

over the table, and laughed with such evident enjoy¬ 

ment that Wentworth, in spite of his helpless anger, 

smiled grimly. 

Jennie raised her head, but the sight of his perplexed 

countenance was too much for her, and it was some 
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time before her merriment allowed her to speak. At 

last she said: 

‘ Wouldn’t you like to take me by the shoulders and 

put me out of the room, Mr. Wentworth ?’ 

* I’d like to take you by the shoulders and shake you.’ 

‘ Ah ! that would be taking a liberty, and could not 

be permitted. We must leave punishment to the law, 

you know, although I do think a man should be 

allowed to turn an objectionable visitor into the street.’ 

‘ Miss Brewster,’ cried the young man earnestly, 

leaning over the table towards her, ‘ why don’t you 

abandon your horrible inquisitorial profession, and put 

your undoubted talents to some other use ?’ 

‘ What, for instance ?’ 

‘ Oh, anything.’ 

Jennie rested her fair cheek against her open palm 

again, and looked at the dingy window. There was a 

long silence between them—Wentworth absorbed in 

watching her clear-cut profile and her white throat, his 

breath quickening as he feasted his eyes on her beauty. 

‘ I have always got angry,’ she said at last, in a low 

voice with the quiver of a suppressed sigh in it, ‘when 

other people have said that to me—I wonder why it is 

I merely feel hurt and sad when you say it ? It is 

so easy to say, “ Oh, anything so easy, so easy. You 

are a man, with the strength and determination of a 

man, yet you have met with disappointments and 

obstacles that have required all your courage to over¬ 

come. Every man has, and with most men it is a 

fight until the head is gray, and the brain weary with 

the ceaseless struggle. The world is utterly merciless; 

it will trample you down relentlessly if it can, and if 

your vigilance relaxes for a moment, it will steal your 
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crust and leave you to starve. Every time I think of 

this incessant sullen contest, with no quarter given or 

taken, I shudder, and pray that I may die before I am 

at the mercy of the pitiless world. When I came to 

London, I saw, for the first time in my life, that hope¬ 

less, melancholy promenade of the sandwich-men; 

human wreckage drifting along the edge of the street, 

as if cast there by the rushing tide sweeping past them. 

They—they seemed to me like a tottering procession 

of the dead ; and on their backs was the announcement 

of a play that was making all London roar with laughter. 

The awful comedy and tragedy of it! Well, I simply 

couldn’t stand it. I had to run up a side-street and 

cry like the little fool I was, right in broad da3dight.’ 

Jennie paused and tried to laugh, but the effort 

ended in a sound suspiciously like a sob. She dashed 

her hand with quick impatience across her eyes, from 

which Wentworth had never taken his own, seeing 

them become dim, as if the light from the window 

proved too strong for them, and finally fill as she 

ceased to speak. Searching ineffectually about her 

dress for a handkerchief, which lay on the table beside 

her parasol unnoticed by either, Jennie went on with 

some difficulty : 

‘ Weil, these poor forlorn creatures were once men 

—men who have gone down—and if the world is so 

hard on a man with all his strength and resourceful¬ 

ness, think—think what it is for a woman thrown 

into this inhuman turmoil—a woman without friends 

— without money—flung among these relentless wolves 

—to live if she can—or—to die—if she can.’ 

The girl’s voice broke, and she buried her face in 

her arms, which rested on the table. 
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Wentworth sprang to his feet and came round to 
where she sat. 

‘Jennie/ he said, putting his hand on her shoulder. 

The girl, without looking up, shook off the hand that 
♦ouched her. 

‘ Go back to your place/ she cried, in a smothered 

voice. ‘ Leave me alone.’ 

‘Jennie/ persisted Wentworth. 

The young woman rose from her chair and faced 

him, stepping back a pace. 

‘ Don’t you hear what I say ? Go back and sit down. 

I came here to talk business, not to make a fool of 

myself. It’s all your fault, and I hate you for it—you 

and your silly questions.’ 

But the young man stood where he was, in spite of 

the dangerous sparkle that shone in his visitor’s wet 

eyes. A frown gathered on his brow. 

‘Jennie,’ he said slowly, ‘ are you playing with me 

again ?’ 

The swift anger that blazed up in her face, redden¬ 

ing her cheeks, dried the tears. 

‘ How dare you say such a thing to me !’ she cried 

hotly. ‘ Do you flatter yourself that, because I came 

here to talk business, I have also some personal in¬ 

terest in you ? Surely even your self-conceit doesn’t 

run so far as that!’ 

Wentworth stood silent, and Miss Brewster picked 

up her parasol, scattering, in her haste, the other 

articles on the floor. If she expected Wentworth to 

put them on the table again, she was disappointed, for, 

although his eyes were upon her, his thoughts were far 

away upon the Atlantic Ocean. 

‘ I shall not stay here to be insulted,’ she cried 

18 
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resentfully, bringing Wentworth’s thoughts back with 

a rush to London again. ‘ It is intolerable that you 

should use such an expression to me. Playing with 

you indeed!’ 
‘ I had no intention of insulting you, Miss Brewster.’ 

* What is it but an insult to use such a phrase ? It 

implies that I either care for you, or-’ 

‘ And do you V 

‘ Do I what ?’ 

‘ Do you care for me ?’ 

Jennie shook out the lace fringes of her parasol, and 

smoothed them with some precision. Her eyes were 

bent on what she was doing; consequently, they did 

not meet those of her questioner. 

‘ I care for you as a friend, of course,’ she said at 

last, still giving much attention to the parasol. * If I 

had not looked on you as a friend, I would not have 

come here to consult with you, would I ?’ 

‘No, I suppose not. Well, I am sorry I used the 

words that displeased you, and now, if you will permit 

it, we will go on with the consultation.’ 

* It wasn’t a pretty thing to say.’ 

‘ I’m afraid I’m not good at saying pretty things.’ 

‘ You used to be.’ 

The parasol being arranged to her liking, she glanced 

up at him. 

‘ Still, you said you were sorry, and that’s all a man 

can say—or a woman either, for that’s what I said 

myself when I came in. Now, if you will pick up 

those things from the floor—thanks—we will talk about 

the mine.’ 

Wentworth seated himself again, and said : 

‘Well, what is it you wish to know about the mine?’ 
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‘ Nothing at all.’ 

* But you said you wanted information.’ 

‘ What a funny reason to give! And how a man 

misses all the fine points of a conversation! No; just 

because I asked for information, you might have known 

that was not what I really wanted.’ 

‘ I’m afraid I’m very stupid. I hate to ask boldly 

what you did want, but I would like to know.’ 

‘ I wanted a vote of confidence. I told you I was 

sorry because of a certain episode. I wished to see 

if you trusted me, and I found you didn’t. There !’ 

‘ I think that was hardly a fair test. You see, the 

facts did not belong to me alone.’ 

Miss Brewster sighed, and slowly shook her 

head. 

1 That wouldn’t have made the least difference if you 

had really trusted me.’ 

* Oh, I say ! You couldn’t expect a man to- 

‘ Yes I could.’ 

* What, merely a friend ?’ 

Miss Brewster nodded. 

‘Well, all I can say,’ remarked Wentworth, with a 

laugh, ‘ is that friendship has made greater strides in 

the States than it has in this country.’ 

Before Jennie could reply, the useful boy knocked at 

the door and brought in a tea-tray, which he placed 

before his master; then silently departed, closing the 

door noiselessly. 

‘May I offer you a cup of tea ?’ 

* Please. What a curious custom this drinking of 

tea is in business offices ! I think I shall write an 

article on “A Nation of Tea-tipplers.” If I were an 

enemy of England, instead of being its greatest friend, 
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I would descend with my army on this country between 

the hours of four and five in the afternoon, and so take 

the population unawares while it was drinking tea. 

What would you do if the enemy came down on you 

during such a sacred national ceremony ?’ 

‘ I would offer her a cup of tea,’ replied Wentworth, 

suiting the action to the phrase. 

‘Mr. Wentworth,’ said the girl archly, ‘you’re im¬ 

proving. That remark was distinctly good. Still, you 

must remember that I come as a friend, not as an 

enemy. Did you ever read the “ Babes in the Wood ” ? 

It is a most instructive, but pathetic, work of fiction. 

You remember the wicked uncle, surely? Well, you 

and Mr. Kenyon remind me of the “ Babes,” poor 

innocent little things! and London—this part of it— 

is the dark and pathless forest. I am the bird hover¬ 

ing about you, waiting to cover you with leaves. The 

leaves, to do any good, ought to be cheques fluttering 

down on you, but, alas ! I haven’t any. If negotiable 

cheques only grew on trees, life would not be so diffi¬ 

cult.’ 

Miss Brewster sipped her tea pensively, and Went¬ 

worth listened contentedly to the musical murmur of her 

voice. Such an entrancing effect had it on him that 

he paid less heed to what she said than a man ought 

when a lady is speaking. The tea-drinking had added 

a touch of domesticity to the tete-a-tete which rather 

went to the head of the young man. He clinched and 

unclinched his hand out of sight under the table, and 

felt the moisture on his palm. He hoped he would 

be able to retain control over himself, but the difficulty 

of his task almost overcame him when she now and 

then appealed to him with glance or gesture, and he 
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felt as if he must cry out, * My girl, my girl, don’t do 

that, if you expect me to stay where I am.’ 

‘ I see you are not paying the slightest attention to 

what I am saying,’ she said, pushing the cup from her. 

She rested her arms on the table, leaning slightly 

forward, and turning her face full upon him : ‘ I can 

tell by your eyes that you are thinking of something else.’ 

‘ I assure you,’ said George, drawing a deep breath, 

‘ I am listening with intense interest.’ 

‘Well, that’s right, for what I am going to say is 

important. Now, to wake you up, I will first tell you 

all about your mine ; you will understand thereafter 

that I did not need to ask anyone for information re¬ 

garding it.’ 

Here, to Wentworth’s astonishment, she gave a 

rapid and accurate sketch of the negotiations and 

arrangements between the three partners, and the 

present position of affairs. 

‘ How do you know all this ?’ he asked. 

‘ Never mind that; and you mustn’t ask how I know 

what I am now going to tell you, but you must believe 

it implicitly, and act upon it promptly. Longworth is 

fooling both you and Kenyon. He is marking time, so 

that your option will run out; then he will pay cash 

for the mine at the original price, and you and Kenyon 

will be left to pay two-thirds of the debt incurred. 

Where is Kenyon ?’ 

‘ He has gone to America.’ 

* That’s good. Cable him to get the option renewed. 

You can then try to form the company yourselves in 

London. If he can’t obtain a renewal, you have very 

little time to get the cash together, and if you are not 

able to do that, then you lose everything. This is 
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what I came to tell you, although I have been a long 

time about it. Now I must go.’ 

She rose, gathered her belongings from the table, 

and stood with the parasol pressed against her. Went¬ 

worth came around to where she was standing, his 

face paler than usual, probably because of the news 

he had heard. One hand was grasped tightly around 

one wrist in front of him. He felt that he should 

thank her for what she had done, but his lips were 

dry, and, somehow, the proper words were not at his 

command. 

She, holding her fragile lace-fringed parasol against 

her with one arm, was adjusting her long neatly-fitting 

glove, which she had removed before tea. A button, 

one of many, was difficult to fasten, and as she 

endeavoured to put it in its place, her sleeve fell away, 

showing a round white arm above the glove. 

‘ You see,’ she said, a little breathlessly, her eyes 

upon her glove, ‘ it is a very serious situation, and time 

is of immense importance.’ 

‘ I realize that.’ 

‘ It would be such a pity to lose everything now, 

when you have had so much trouble and worry.’ 

‘ It would.’ 

‘ And I think that whatever is done should be done 

quickly. You should act at once and with energy.’ 

‘ I am convinced that is so.’ 

‘Of course it is. You are of too trusting a nature; 

you should be more suspicious, then you wouldn’t be 

tricked as you have been.’ 

‘No. The trouble is I have been too sceptical, but 

that is past. I won’t be again.’ 

‘ What are you talking about ?’ she said, looking 
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quickly up at him. ‘ Don’t you know you’ll lose the 
mine if-’ 

‘ Hang the mine !’ he cried, flinging his wrist free, and 

clasping her to him before she could step back or move 

from her place. ‘There is something more important 

than mines or money.’ 

The parasol broke with a sharp snap, and the girl 

murmured ‘ Oh !’ but the murmur was faint. 

‘Never mind the parasol,’ he said, pulling it from 

between them and tossing it aside; ‘ I’ll get you 

another.’ 

‘Reckless man!’ she gasped; ‘you little know how 

much it cost, and I think, you know, I ought to have been 

consulted—in an—in an—affair of this kind—George.’ 

‘ There was no time. I acted upon your own advice 

—promptly. You are not angry, Jennie, my dear girl, 

are you ?’ 

‘ I suppose I’m not, though I think I ought to be; 

especially as I know only too well that I held my heart 

in my hand the whole time, almost offering it to you. 

I hope you won’t treat it as you have treated the sun¬ 

shade.’ 

He kissed her for answer. 

‘ You see,’ she said, putting his necktie straight, ‘ I 

liked you from the very first, far more than I knew at 

the time. If you—I’m not trying to justify myself, 

you know—but if you had, well, just coaxed me a little 

yourself, I would never have sent that cable message. 

You seemed to give up everything, and you sent 

Kenyon to me, and that made me angry. I expected 

you to come back to me, but you never came.’ 

«I was a stupid fool. I always am when I get a fair 

chance.’ 
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‘ Oh no, you’re not, but you do need someone to take 

care of you.’ 
She suddenly held him at arm’s length from her. 

‘You don’t imagine for a moment, George Went¬ 

worth, that I came here to-day for—for this.’ 

* Certainly not!’ cried the honest young man, with 

much indignant fervour, drawing her again towards 

him. 

‘Then it’s all right. I couldn’t bear to have you 

think such a thing, especially—well, I’ll tell you why 

some day. But I do wish you had a title. Do they 

ever ennoble accountants in this country, George ?’ 

‘ No ; they knight only rich fools.’ 

* Oh, I’m so glad of that: for you’ll get rich on the 

mine, and I’ll be Lady Wentworth yet.’ 

Then she drew his head down until her laughing lips 

touched his. 

CHAPTER XXXII. 

Although the steamship that took Kenyon to America 

was one of the speediest in the Atlantic service, yet the 

voyage was inexpressibly dreary to him. He spent 

most of his time walking up and down the deck, think¬ 

ing about the other voyage of a few weeks before. The 

one consolation of his present trip was its quickness. 

When he arrived at his hotel in New York, he asked 

if there was any message there for him, and the clerk 

handed him an envelope, which he tore open. It was 

a cable despatch from Wentworth, with the words: 

‘ Longworth at Windsor. Proceed to Ottawa imme¬ 

diately. Get option renewed. Longworth duping us.’ 

John knitted his brows and wondered where Windsor 
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was. The clerk, seeing his perplexity, asked if he could 
be of any assistance. 

* I have received this cablegram, but don’t quite 

understand it. Where is Windsor ?’ 

‘Oh, that means the Windsor Hotel. Just up the 
street/ 

Kenyon registered, told the clerk to assign him a 

room, and send his baggage up to it when it came. 

Then he walked out from the hotel and sought the 

Windsor. 

He found that colossal hostelry, and was just inquir¬ 

ing of the clerk whether a Mr. Longworth was staying 

there, when that gentleman appeared at the desk, took 

some letters and his key. 

Kenyon tapped him on the shoulder. 

Young Longworth turned round with more alacrity 

than he usually displayed, and gave a long whistle of 

surprise when he saw who it was. 

‘In the name of all the gods,’ he cried, ‘what ar eyou 

doing here ?’ Then, before Kenyon could reply, he 

said : ‘ Come up to my room.’ 

They went to the elevator, rose a few stories, and 

passed down an apparently endless hall, carpeted with 

some noiseless stuff that gave no echo of the footfall. 

Longworth put the key into his door and opened it- 

They entered a large and pleasant room. 

‘ Well,’ he said, ‘ this is a surprise. What is the 

reason of your being here ? Anything wrong in 

London ?’ 

‘ Nothing wrong, so far as I am aware. We received 

no cablegram from you, and thought there might be 

some hitch in the business ; therefore I came.’ 

‘ Ah, I see. I cabled over to your address, and said 
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I was staying at the Windsor for a few days. I sent a 

cablegram almost as long as a letter, but it didn’t 

appear to do any good.’ 

‘ No, I did not receive it.’ 

‘ And what did you expect was wrong over here ?’ 

‘ That I did not know. I knew you had time to get 

to Ottawa and see the mine in twelve days from 

London. Not hearing from you in that time, and 

knowing the option was running out, both Wentworth 

and I became anxious, and so I came over.’ 

‘ Exactly. Well, I’m afraid you’ve had your trip for 

nothing.’ 

* What do you mean ? Is not the mine all I said it 

was ?’ 

‘ Oh, the mine is all right; all I meant was, there 

was really no necessity for your coming.’ 

‘ But, you know, the option ends in a very short time.’ 

‘Well, the option, like the mine, is all right. I think 

you might quite safely have left it in my hands.’ 

It must be admitted that John Kenyon began to feel 

he had acted with unreasonable rashness in taking his 

long voyage. 

‘ Is Mr. Melville here with you ?’ 

‘ Melville has returned home. He had not time to 

stay longer. All he wanted was to satisfy himself about 

the mine. He was satisfied, and he has gone home. 

If you were in London now, you would be able to see 

him.’ 

‘ Did you meet Mr. Von Brent ?* 

* Yes, he took us to the mine.’ 

‘ And did you say anything about the option to him?’ 

* Well, we had some conversation about it. There 

will be no trouble about the option. What Von Brent 
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wants is to sell his mine, that is all.’ There was a few 

moments’ silence, then Longworth said : * When are 
you going back ?’ 

‘I do not know. I think I ought to see Von Brent. 

I am not at all easy about leaving matters as they are. 

I think I ought to get a renewal of the option. It is 

not wise to risk things as we are doing. Von Brent 

might at any time get an offer for his mine, just as we 

are forming our company, and, of course, if the option 

had not been renewed, he would sell to the first man 

who put down the money. As you say, all he wants is 

to sell his mine.’ 

Longworth was busy opening his letters, and ap¬ 

parently paying very little attention to what Kenyon 

said. At last, however, he spoke : 

* If I were you—if you care to take my advice—I 

would go straight back to England. You will do no 

good here. I merely say this to save you any further 

trouble, time, and expense.’ 

* Don’t you think it would be as well to get a renewal 

of the option ?’ 

‘ Oh, certainly; but, as I told you before, it was not 

at all necessary for you to come over. I may say, 

furthermore, that Von Brent will not renew the option 

without a handsome sum down, to be forfeited if the 

company is not formed. Have you *be money to pay 

him ?’ 

‘ No, I have not.’ 
«Very well, then, why waste time and money going 

to Ottawa ?’ Young Mr. Longworth arched his eye¬ 

brows and gazed at John through his eyeglass. ‘ I will 

let you have my third of the money, if that will do any 

good.’ 
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‘ How much money does Von Brent want ?’ 

‘ How should I know? To tell you the truth, Mr. 

Kenyon—and truth never hurts, or oughtn’t to—I don’t 

at all like this visit to America. You and Mr. Went¬ 

worth have been good enough to be suspicious about 

me from the very first. You have not taken any pains 

to conceal it, either of you. Your appearance in 

America at this particular juncture is nothing more nor 

less than an insult to me. I intend to receive it as 

such.’ 

‘ I have no intention of insulting you,’ said Kenyon, 

‘ if you are dealing fairly with me.’ 

* There it is again. That remark is an insult. Every¬ 

thing you say is a reflection upon me. I wish to have 

nothing more to say to you. I give you my advice that 

it is better for you, and cheaper, to go back to London. 

You need not act on it unless you like. I have nothing 

further to say to you, and so this interview may be 

considered closed.’ 

‘ And how about the mine ?’ 

‘ I imagine the mine will take care of itself.’ 

‘ Do you think this is courteous treatment of a 

business partner ?’ 

‘ My dear sir, I do not take my lessons in courtesy 

from you. Whether you are pleased or displeased with 

my treatment of you is a matter of supreme indifference 

to me. I am tired of living in an atmosphere of 

suspicion, and I have done with it—that is all. You 

think some game is being played on you—both you and 

Mr. Wentworth think that—and yet you haven’t the 

“cuteness,” as they call it here, or sharpness, to find it 

out. Now, a man who has suspicions he cannot prove 

to be well founded should keep those suspicions to 
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himself until he can prove them. That is my advice 

to you. I wish you a good-day.’ 

John Kenyon walked back to his hotel with more mis¬ 

givings than ever. He wrote a letter to Wentworth 

detailing the conversation, telling him Melville had 

sailed for home, and advising him to see that gentle¬ 

man when he arrived. He stayed in New York that 

night, and took the morning train to Montreal. In 

due time he arrived at Ottawa, and called on Von 

Brent. He found that gentleman in his chambers, 

looking as if he had never left the room since the 

option was signed. Von Brent at first did not re¬ 

cognise his visitor, but after gazing a moment at him 

he sprang from his chair and held out his hand. 

‘ I really did not know you,’ he said; * you have 

changed a great deal since I saw you last. You look 

haggard, and not at all well. What is the matter 

with you ?’ 

‘ I do not think anything is the matter. I am in 

very good health, thank you ; I have had a few business 

worries, that is all.’ 

‘Ah, yes,’ said Von Brent; ‘ I am very sorry indeed 

you failed to form your company.’ 

‘ Failed !’ echoed Kenyon. 

‘ Yes ; you haven’t succeeded, have you ?’ 

‘ Well, I don’t know about that; we are in a fair 

way to succeed. You met Longworth and Melville, 

who came out to see the mine ? I saw Longworth 

in New York, and he told me you had taken them 

out there.’ 

‘ Are they interested with you in the mine ?’ 

‘ Certainly; they are helping me to form the 

company.’ 
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Von Brent seemed amazed. 

‘ I did not understand that at all. In fact, I under¬ 

stood the exact opposite. I thought you had attempted 

to form a company, and failed. They showed me an 

attack in one of the financial papers upon you, and 

said that killed your chances of forming a company 

in London. They were here, apparently, on their own 

business.’ 

‘ And what was their business ?’ 

‘ To buy the mine.’ 

‘ Have they bought it ?’ 

* Practically, yes. Of course, while your option 

holds good I cannot sell it, but that, as you know, 

expires in a very few days.’ 

Kenyon, finding his worst suspicions confirmed, 

seemed speechless with amazement, and in his agony 

mopped from his brow the drops collected there. 

* You appear to be astonished at this,’ said Von Brent. 

‘ I am very much astonished.’ 

‘ Well, you cannot blame me. I have acted perfectly 

square in the matter. I had no idea Longworth, and 

the gentleman who was with him, had any connection 

with you whatever. Their attention had been drawn 

to the mine, they said, by that article. They had 

investigated it, and appeared to be satisfied there was 

something in it—in the mine, I mean, not in the 

article. They said they had attended a meeting which 

you had called, but it was quite evident you were not 

going to be able to form the company. So they came 

here and made me a cash offer for the mine. They 

have deposited twenty thousand pounds at the bank 

here, and on the day your option closes they will give 

me a cheque for the amount.’ 
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‘ It serves me right,’ said Kenyon. ‘ I have been 

cheated and duped. I had grave suspicions of it all 

along, but I did not act upon them. I have been too 

timorous and cowardly. This man Longworth has 

made a pretence of helping me to form a company. 

Everything he has done has been to delay me. He 

came out here, apparently, in the interests of the 

company I was forming, and now he has got the 

option for himself.’ 

‘Yes, he has,’ said Von Brent. ‘I may say I am 

very sorry indeed for the turn affairs have taken. Of 

course, as I have told you, I had no idea how the 

land lay. You see, you had placed no deposit with 

me, and I had to look after my own interests. How¬ 

ever, the option is open for a few days more, and I 

will not turn the mine over to them till the last minute 

of the time has expired. Isn’t there any chance of 

your getting the money before then ?’ 

* Not the slightest.’ 

‘Well, you see, in that case I cannot help myself. 

I am bound by a legal document to turn the mine 

over to them on receipt of the twenty thousand pounds 

the moment your option is ended. Everything is done 

legally, and I am perfectly helpless in the matter.’ 

‘ Yes, I see that,’ said John. ‘ Good-bye.’ 

He went to the telegraph-office and sent a cablegram. 

Wentworth received the message in London the 

next morning. It read : 

‘ We are cheated. Longworth has the option on 

the mine in his own name.’ 
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CHAPTER XXXIII. 

When George Wentworth received this message, he 

read it several times over before its full meaning 

dawned upon him. Then he paced up and down his 

room, and gave way to his feelings. His best friends, 

who had been privileged to hear George’s vocabulary 

when he was rather angry, admitted that the young 

man had a fluency of expression which was very much 

more terse than proper. When the real significance 

of the despatch became apparent to him, George outdid 

himself in this particular line. Then he realized that, 

however consolatory such language is to a very angry 

man, it does little good in any practical way. He 

paced silently up and down the room, wondering what 

he could do, and the more he wondered the less light 

he saw through the fog. He put on his hat and went 

into the other room. 

* Henry,’ he said to his partner, ‘ do you know 

anybody who would lend me twenty thousand pounds ?’ 

Henry laughed. The idea of anybody lending that 

sum of money, except on the very best security, was 

in itself extremely comic. 

‘ Do you want it to-day ?’ he said. 

£ Yes, I want it to-day.' 

‘ Well, I don’t know any better plan than to go out 

into the street and ask every man you meet if he has 

that sum about him. You are certain to encounter men 

who have very much more than twenty thousand pounds, 

and perhaps one of them, struck by your very sane 

appearance at the moment, might hand over the sum 

to you. I think, however, George, that you would be 
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more successful if you met the capitalist in a secluded 

lane some dark night, and had a good reliable club in 

your hand.’ 

‘You are right,’said George. ‘Of course, there is 

just as much possibility of my reaching the moon as 

getting that sum of money on short notice.’ 

‘ Yes, or on long notice either, I imagine. I know 

plenty of men who have the money, but I wouldn’t 

undertake to ask them for it, and I don’t believe you 

would. Still, there is nothing like trying. He who 

tries may succeed, but no one can succeed who doesn’t 

try. Why not go to old Longworth ? He could let 

you have the money in a moment if he wanted to do 

so. He knows you. What’s your security ? What 

are you going to do with it—that eternal mine of 

yours ?* 

‘Yes, that “eternal mine”; I want it to be mine. 

That is why I need the twenty thousand pounds.’ 

* Well, George, I don’t see much hope for you. You 

never spoke to old Longworth about it, did you ? He 

wasn’t one of the men you intended to get into this 

company ?’ 

‘ No, he was not. I wish he had been. He would 

have treated us better than his rascally nephew has 

done.’ 
‘ Ah, that immaculate young man has been playing 

you tricks, has he ?’ 
‘ He has played me one trick, which is enough.’ 

* Well, why don’t you go and s^e the old man, and 

lay the case before him ? He treats that nephew as if 

he were his son. Now, a man will do a great deal for 

his son, and perhaps old Longworth might do some-, 

thing for his nephew.’ 

19 
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* Yes; but I should have to explain to him that his 

nephew is a scoundrel.’ 

‘Very well; that is just the kind of explanation to 

bring the twenty thousand pounds. If his nephew 

really is a scoundrel, and you can prove it, you could 

not want a better lever than that on the old man’s 

money-bags,’ 

‘ By Jove !’ said Wentworth, * I believe I shall try it. 

I want to let him know, anyhow, what sort of man his 

nephew is. I’ll go and see him.’ 

‘ I would,’ said the other, turning to his work. 

And so George Wentworth, putting the cablegram 

in his pocket, went to see old Mr. Longworth in a 

frame of mind in which no man should see his fellow- 

rnan. He did not wait to be announced, but walked, 

to the astonishment of the clerk, straight through into 

Mr. Longworth’s room. He found the old man seated 

at his desk. 

‘Good-day, Mr. Wentworth,’ said the financier 
cordially. 

‘ Good-day,’ replied George curtly. ‘ I have come 

to read a cable despatch to you, or to let you 

read it.’ 

He threw the paper down before the old gentle¬ 

man, who adjusted his spectacles and read it. Then 

he looked up inquiringly at Wentworth. 

‘ You don’t understand it, do you ?’ said the latter. 

‘ I confess I do not. The Longworth in this tele¬ 
gram does not refer to me, does it ?’ 

‘No, it does not refer to you, but it refers to one of 

your house. Your nephew, William Longworth, is a 
scoundrel!’ 

‘ Ah !’ said the old man, placing the despatch on the 
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desk again, and removing his glasses, ‘ have you come 

to tell me that ?’ 

‘Yes, I have. Did you know it before?’ 

‘ No, I did not,’ answered the old gentleman, his 

colour rising; ‘ and I do not know it now. I know 

you say so, and I think very likely you will be glad to 

take back what you have said. I will at least give you 

the opportunity.’ 

‘ So far from taking it back, Mr. Longworth, I shall 

prove it. Your nephew formed a partnership with my 

friend Kenyon and myself to float on the London 

market a certain Canadian mine.’ 

‘ My dear sir,’ broke in the old gentleman, ‘ I have 

no desire to hear of my nephew’s private speculations; 

I have nothing to do with them. I have nothing to do 

with your mine. The matter is of no interest what¬ 

ever to me, and I must decline to hear anything about 

it. You are, also, if you will excuse my saying so, not 

in a fit state of temper to talk to any gentleman. If 

you like to come back here when you are calmer, I shall 

be very pleased to listen to what you have to say.’ 

* I shall never be calmer on this subject. I have 

told you that your nephew is a scoundrel. You are 

pleased to deny the accusation.’ 

‘ I do not deny it; I merely said I did not know it 

was the case, and I do not believe it, that is all.’ 

‘ Very well; the moment I begin to show you proof 

that things are as I say-’ 

‘ My dear sir,’ cried the elder man, with some heat, 

‘you are not showing proof. You are merely making 

assertions, and assertions about a man who is absent 

—who is not here to defend himself. If you have any¬ 

thing to say against William Longworth, come and say 
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it when he is here, and he shall answer for himself. It 

is cowardly of you, and ungenerous to me, to make a 

number of accusations which I am in no wise able to 

refute.’ 

‘ Will you listen to what I have to say ?’ 

‘ No, I will not.’ 

‘ Then, by God, you shall!’ and with that Wentworth 

strode to the door and turned the key, while the old 

man rose from his seat and faced him. 

‘ Do you mean to threaten me, sir, in my own 

office ?’ 

* I mean to say, Mr. Longworth, that I have made 

a statement which I am going to prove to you. I 

mean that you shall listen to me, and listen to me now !’ 

‘ And I say, if you have anything to charge against 

my nephew, come and say it when he is here.’ 

* When he is here, Mr. Longworth, it will be too late 

to say it; at present you can repair the injury he has 

done. When he returns to England you cannot do so, 

no matter how much you might wish to make the 

attempt.’ 

The old man stood irresolute for a moment, then he 

sat down in his chair again. 

‘ Very well/ he said, with a sigh ; * I am not so com¬ 

bative as I once was. Go on with your story.’ 

‘ My story is very short,’ said Wentworth; * it 

simply amounts to this: You know your nephew 

formed a partnership with us in relation to the 

Canadian mine ?’ 

‘ I know nothing about it, I tell you,’ answered Mr. 

Longworth. 

‘ Very well, you know it now.’ 

‘ I know you say so.’ 
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‘ Do you doubt my word V 

* I shall tell 3'ou more definitely when I hear what 

you have to say. Go on.’ 

‘ Well, your nephew, pretending to aid us in forming 

this company, did everything to retard our progress. 

He engaged offices that took a long time to fit up, and 

which we had at last to take in hand ourselves. Then 

he left for a week, leaving us no address, and refusing 

to answer the letters I sent to his office for him. On 

one pretext or another, the forming of the company 

was delayed ; until at length, when the option by whicn 

Mr. Kenyon held the mine had less than a month to 

run, your nephew went to America in company with 

Mr. Melville, ostensibly to see and report upon the 

property. After waiting a certain length of time and 

hearing nothing from him (he had promised to cable 

us), Kenyon went to America to get a renewal of the 

option. This cablegram explains his success. He 

finds, on going there, that your nephew has secured the 

option of the mine in his own name, and, as Kenyon 

says, we are cheated. Now have you any doubt 

whether your nephew is a scoundrel or not ?’ 

Mr. Longworth mused for a few moments on what 

the young man had told him. 

‘ If what you say is exactly true, there is no doubt 

William has been guilty of a piece of very sharp 

practice.’ 
‘Sharp practice!’ cried the other. ‘You might as 

well call robbery sharp practice !’ 

‘ My dear sir, I have listened to you ; now I ask you 

to listen to me. If, as I say, what you have stated is 

true, my nephew has done something which I think an 

honourable man would not do ; but as to that I cannot 
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judge until I hear his side of the story. It may put a 

different complexion on the matter, and I have no 

doubt it will; but even granting your version is true in 

every particular, what have I to do with it ? I am not 

responsible for my nephew’s actions. He has entered 

into a business connection, it seems, with two 3'oung 

men, and has outwitted them. That is probably what 

the world would say about it. Perhaps, as you say, he 

has been guilty of something worse, and has cheated 

his partners. But even admitting everything to be 

true, I do not see how I am responsible in any way.’ 

‘ Legally, you are not; morally, I think you are.’ 

‘Why?’ 

* If he were your son-* 

‘ But he is not my son ; he is my nephew.* 

* If your son had committed a theft, would you not 

do everything in your power to counteract the evil he 

had done ?’ 

‘ I might, and I might not. Some fathers pay their 

sons’ debts, others do not. I cannot say what action 

I should take in a purely imaginary case.’ 

‘Very well; all I have to say is, our option runs out 

in two or three days. Twenty thousand pounds will 

secure the mine for us. I want that twenty thousand 

pounds before the option ceases.’ 

‘ And do you expect me to pay you twenty thousand 

pounds for this ?’ 

‘ Yes, I do.’ 

Old Mr. Longworth leaned back in his office chair, 

and looked at the young man in amazement. 

‘ To think that you, a man of the City, should come 

to me, another man of the City, with such an absurd 

idea in your head, is simply grotesque.’ 
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* Then the name of the Longworths is nothing to 

you—the good name, I mean ?’ 

‘ The good name of the Longworths, my dear sir, is 

everything to me ; but I fancy it will be able to take 

care of itself without any assistance from you.’ 

There was silence for a few moments. Then Went¬ 

worth said, in a voice of suppressed anguish : 

‘ I thought, Mr Longworth, one of your family was 

a scoundrel; I now wish to say I believe the epithet 

covers uncle as well as nephew. You have had a 

chance to repair the mischief a member of your family 

has done. You have answered me with contempt. 

You have not shown the slightest indication of wish¬ 

ing to make amends.’ 

He unlocked the door. 

‘ Come, now,’ said old Mr. Longworth, rising, ‘ that 

will do, that will do, Mr. Wentworth.’ Then he pressed 

an electric bell, and, when the clerk appeared, he said : 

‘ Show this gentleman the door, please, and if ever he 

calls here again, do not admit him.’ 

And so George Wentworth, clenching his hands with 

rage, was shown to the door. He had the rest of the 

day to ponder on the fact that an angry man seldom 

accomplishes his purpose. 

CHAPTER XXXIV. 

The stormy interview with Wentworth disturbed the 

usual serenity of Mr. Longworth’s temper. He went 

home earlier than was customary with him that night, 

and the more he thought over the attack, the more 

unjustifiable it seemed. Pie wondered what his 
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nephew had really done, and tried to remember what 

Wentworth had charged against him. He could not 

recollect, the angrier portions of the interview having, 

as it were, blotted the charges from his mind. There 

remained, however, a very bitter resentment against 

Wentworth. Mr. Longworth searched his conscience 

to see if he could be in the least to blame, but he 

found nothing in the recollections of his dealings with 

the young men to justify him in feeling at all respon¬ 

sible for the disaster that had overtaken them. He 

read his favourite evening paper with less than his 

usual interest, for every now and then the episode in his 

office would occur to him. Finally he said sharply: 

‘ Edith !’ 

‘ Yes, father,’ answered his daughter. 

* You remember a person named Wentworth, whom 

you had here the evening William went away?’ 

* Yes, father.’ 

‘ Very well. Never invite him to this house again.’ 

‘What has he been doing?’ asked the young woman 

in rather a tremulous voice. 

‘ I desire you also never to ask anyone connected 

with him—that man Kenyon, for instance,’ continued 

her father, ignoring her question. 

‘ I thought,’ she answered, * that Mr. Kenyon was 

not in this country at present.’ 

‘ He is not, but he will be back again, I suppose. At 

any rate, I wish to have nothing more to do with those 

people. You understand that ?’ 

‘ Yes, father.’ 

Mr. Longworth went on with his reading. Edith 

saw her father was greatly disturbed, and eagerly 

desired to know the reason, but knew enough of 
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human nature to understand that in a short time he 

would relieve her anxiety. He again appeared to be 

trying to fix his attention on the paper. At length he 

threw it down, and turned towards her. 

‘That man, Wentworth,’ he said bitterly, ‘ behaved 

to-day in a most unjustifiable manner to me in my 

own office. It seems that William and he and Kenyon 

embarked in some mine project. I knew nothing of 

their doings, and was not even consulted with regard 

to them. Now it appears William has gone to America 

and done something Wentworth considers wrong. 

Wentworth came to me and demanded twenty thou¬ 

sand pounds—the most preposterous thing ever heard 

of—said I owed it to clear the good name of Long- 

worth. As if the good name were dependent on him, 

or anyone like him ! I turned him out of the office.’ 

Edith did not answer for a few moments, while her 

father gave expression to his indignation by various 

ejaculations that need not be here recorded. 

‘ Did he say,’ she spoke at length, ‘ in what way 

William had done wrong ?’ 

‘ I do not remember now just what he said. I know 

I told him to come again when my nephew was present, 

and then make his charges against him if he wanted 

to do so. Not that I admitted I had anything to do 

with the matter at all, but I simply refused to listen to 

charges against an absent man. I paid no attention 

to them.’ 
‘ That certainly was reasonable,’ replied Edith. 

* What did he say to it ?’ 
‘ Oh, he abused me, and abused William, and went 

on at a dreadful rate, until I was obliged to order him 

out of the office.’ 
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‘ But what did he say about meeting William when 

he returned, and making the charges against him then ?’ 

‘ What did he say ? I don’t remember. Oh yes ! 

he said it would be too late then ; that they had only 

a few days to do what business they have to do, and 

that is why he made the demand for twenty thousand 

pounds. It was to repair the harm, whatever the 

harm was, William had done. I look on it simply as 

some blackmailing scheme of his, and I am astonished 

that a man belonging to so good a house as he does 

should try that game with me. I shall speak to the 

elder partner about it to-morrow, and if he does not 

make the young man apologize in the most abject 

manner he will be the loser by it, I can tell him that.’ 

‘ I would think no more about it, father, if I were 

you. Do not let it trouble you in the least.’ 

‘ Oh, it doesn’t trouble me, but young men nowadays 

seem to think they can say anything to their elders.’ 

‘ I mean,’ she continued, ‘ that I would not go to his 

partner for a day or two. Wait and see what happens. 

I have no doubt, when he considers the matter, he 

will be thoroughly ashamed of himself.’ 

‘ Well, I hope so.’ 

‘ Then give him the chance of being ashamed of him¬ 

self, and take no further steps in the meantime.’ 

Edith shortly afterwards went to her own room; 

there, clasping her hands behind her, she walked up 

and down thinking, with a very troubled heart, of 

what she had heard. Her view of the occurrence was 

very different from that taken by her father. She felt 

certain something dishonourable had been done by her 

cousin. For a long time she had mistrusted his sup¬ 

posed friendship for the two young men, and now she 
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pictured to herself John Kenyon in the wilds of 

Canada, helpless and despondent because of the great 

wrong that had been done him. It was far into the 

night when she retired, and it was early next morning 

when she arose. Her father was bright and cheerful 

at breakfast, and had evidently forgotten all about the 

unpleasant incident of the day before. A good night’s 

sleep had erased it from his memory. Edith was glad 

of this, and she did not mention the subject. After 

he had gone to the City, his daughter prepared to 

follow him. She did not take her carriage, but hailed 

a hansom, and gave the driver the number of Went¬ 

worth’s offices. That young man was evidently some¬ 

what surprised to see her. He had been trying to 

write to Kenyon an account of his interview with 

old Mr. Longworth ; but after he had finished, he 

thought John Kenyon would not approve of his zeal, 

so had just torn the letter up. 
‘Take this chair,’ he said, wheeling an armchair into 

position. ‘ It is the only comfortable one we have in 

the room.’ 
‘ Comfort does not matter,’ said Miss Longworth. 

‘ I came to see you about the mica-mine. What has 

my cousin done ?’ 
‘ How do you know he has done anything ?’ 

‘ That does not matter. I know. Tell me as quickly 

as you can what he has done.’ 
‘ It is not a very pleasant story to tell,’ he said, ‘ to 

a young lady about one of her relatives/ 

‘ Never mind that. Tell me.’ 
* Very well, he has done this: He has pretended he 

was our friend, and professed to aid us in forming 

this company. He has delayed us by every means 
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in his power until the option has nearly expired. Then 

he has gone to Canada and secured for himself, and a 

man named Melville, the option of the mine when John 

Kenyon’s time is up—that is to say, at twelve o’clock 

to-morrow, when Kenyon’s option expires, your cousin 

will pay the money and own the mine; after which, of 

course, Kenyon and myself will be out of it. I don’t 

mind the loss at all—I would gladly give Kenyon my 

share—but for John it is a terrible blow. He had 

counted on the money to pay debts which he considers 

he owes to his father for his education. He calls them 

debts of honour, though they are not debts of honour 

in the ordinary sense of the words. Therefore, it 

seemed to me a terrible thing that-’ Here he 

paused and did not go on. He saw there were tears in 

the eyes of the girl to whom he was talking. ‘ It is 

brutal,’ he said, ‘ to tell you all this. You are not to 

blame for it, and neither is your father, although I spoke 

to him in a heated manner yesterday.’ 

* When did you say the option expires ?’ 

‘ At twelve o’clock to-morrow.’ 

‘ How much money is required to buy the mine ?’ 

‘ Twenty thousand pounds.’ 

‘ Can money be sent to Canada by cable V 

‘Yes, I think so.’ 

‘Aren’t you quite sure ?’ 

‘No, I am not. It can be sent by telegraph in this 

country, and in America.’ 

‘ How long will it take you to find out ?’ 

‘ Only a few moments.’ 

‘ Very well. Where is Mr. Kenyon now ?’ 

‘ Kenyon is in Ottawa. I had a cablegram from him 
yesterday.’ 
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* Then, will you write a cablegram that can be sent 

away at once, asking him to wait at the telegraph-office 

until he receives a further message from you ?’ 

‘ Yes, I can do that ; but what good will it do ?’ 

‘ Never mind that; perhaps it will do no good. I 

am going to try to make it worth doing. Meanwhile 

remember, if I succeed, John Kenyon must never 

know the particulars of this transaction.’ 

‘ He never will—if you say so.’ 

‘ I say so. Now, there is six hours’ difference 
of time between this country and Canada, is there 

not ?’ 

‘ About that, I think.’ 

‘Very well; lose no time in getting the cable- 

message sent to him, and tell him to answer, so that 

we shall be sure he is at the other end of the wire. 

Then find out about the cabling of the money. I 

shall be back here, I think, as soon as you are.’ 

With that she left the office, and, getting into her 

cab, was driven to her father’s place of business. 

‘ Well, my girl,’ said the old man, pushing his 

spectacles up on his brow, and gazing at her, ‘what is 

it now—some new extravagance ?’ 

‘ Yes, father, some new extravagance.’ 

His daughter was evidently excited, and her breath 

came quickly. She closed the door, and took a chair 

opposite her father. 

‘ Father/ she said, ‘ I have been your business man, 

as you call me, for a long time.’ 

‘ Yes, you have. Are you going to strike for an in¬ 

crease of salary ?’ 

‘ Father,’ she said earnestly, not heeding the jocu¬ 

larity of his tone, ‘ this is very serious. I want you 
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to give me some money for myself — to speculate 

with.’ 

‘ I will do that very gladly. How much do you 

want ?’ 
The old man turned his chair round and pulled out 

his cheque-book. 

‘ I want thirty thousand pounds,’ she answered. 

Mr. Longworth wheeled quickly round in his chair 

and looked at her in astonishment. 

‘ Thirty thousand what ?’ 

* Thirty thousand pounds, father; and I want it 

now.’ 

‘ My dear girl,’ he expostulated, ‘ have you any idea 

how much thirty thousand pounds is ? Do you know 

that thirty thousand pounds is a fortune ?’ 

‘ Yes, I know that.’ 

‘ Do you know that there is not one in twenty of the 

richest merchants in London who could at a moment’s 

notice produce thirty thousand pounds in ready 

money ?’ 

‘Yes, I suppose that is true. Have you not the 

ready money ?’ 

‘Yes, I have the money. I can draw a cheque for 

that amount, and it will be honoured at once ; but I 

cannot give you so much money without knowing what 

you are going to do with it.’ 

‘ And suppose, father, you do not approve of what I 

am going to do with it ?’ 

‘ All the more reason, my dear, that I should know.’ 

‘ Then, father, I suppose you mean that whatever 

services I have rendered you, whatever comfort I have 

given you, what I have been to you all my life, is not 

worth thirty thousand pounds ?’ 
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‘ You shouldn’t talk like that, my daughter. Every¬ 

thing I have is yours, or will be, when I die. It is for 

you I work ; it is for you I accumulate money. You 

will have everything I own the moment I have to lay 

down my work.’ 

‘ Father!’ cried the girl, standing up before him, 

‘ I do not want your money when you die. I do not 

want you to die, as you know; but I do want thirty 

thousand pounds to-day, and now. I want it more 

than I ever wanted anything else before in my life, or 

ever shall again. Will you give it to me ?’ 

‘ No, I will not, unless you tell me what you are 

going to do with it.’ 

‘ Then, father, you can leave your money to your 

nephew when you die; I shall never touch a penny of 

it. I now bid you good-bye. I will go out from this 

room and earn my own living.’ 

With that the young woman turned to go, but her 

father, with a sprightliness one would not have expected 

from his years, sprang to the door and looked at her 

with alarm. 

‘ Edith, my child, you never talked to me like this 

before in your life. What is wrong with you ?’ 

‘ Nothing, father, except that I want a cheque for 

thirty thousand pounds, and want it now.’ 

‘ And do you mean to say that you will leave me if I 

do not give it to you ?’ 

‘ Have you ever broken your word, father ?’ 

* Never, my child, that I know of.’ 

‘ Then remember I am your daughter. I have said, 

if I do not get that money now, I shall never enter our 

house again.’ 

‘ But thirty thousand pounds is a tremendous amount. 
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Remember, I have given my word, too, that I would 

not give you the money unless you told me what it was 

for.’ 

‘Very well, father, I will tell what it is for when you 

ask me. I would advise you, though, not to ask me ; 

and I would advise you to give me the money. It will 

all be returned to you if you want it.’ 

‘ Oh, I don’t care about the money at all, Edith. I 

merely, of course, don’t want to see it wasted.’ 

‘ And, father, have you no trust in my judgment ?’ 

‘ Well, you know I haven’t much faith in any woman’s 

wisdom, in the matter of investing money.’ 

‘ Trust me this time, father. I shall never ask you 

for any more.’ 

The old man went slowly to his desk, wrote out 

a cheque, and handed it to his daughter. It was for 

thirty thousand pounds. 

CHAPTER ,XXXV. 

Edith Longworth, with that precious bit of paper in 

her pocket, once more got into her hansom and drove 

to Wentworth’s office. Again she took the only easy- 

chair in the room. Her face was very serious, and 

Wentworth, the moment he saw it, said to himself, 

* She has failed.’ 

‘ Have you telegraphed to Mr. Kenyon ?’ she asked. 

'Yes.’ ' 

‘ Are you sure you made it clear to him what was 

wanted ? Cablegrams are apt to be rather brief.’ 

‘ I told him to keep in communication with us. Here 

is a copy of the cablegram.’ 



A WOMAN INTERVENES 305 

Miss Longworth read it approvingly, but said : 

‘You have not put in the word “ answer.” ’ 

‘ No; but I put it in the despatch I sent. I re¬ 
member that now.’ 

* Have you had a reply yet ?’ 

‘ Oh no ; you see, it takes a long time to get there, 

because there are so many changes from the end of 

the cable to the office where Kenyon is. And then, 

again, you see, they may have to look for him. He may 

not be expecting a message ; in fact, he is sure not to 

be expecting any. From his own cablegram to me, it 

is quite evident he has given up all hope.’ 

‘ Show me that cablegram, please.’ 

Wentworth hesitated. 

‘It is hardly couched in language you will enjoy 

reading,’ he said. 

‘ That doesn’t matter. Show it to me. I must see 

all the documents in the case.’ 

He handed her the paper, which she read in silence, 

and gave it back to him without a word. 

‘ I knew you wouldn’t like it,’ he said. 

‘ I have not said I do not like it. It is not a bit too 

strong under the circumstances. In fact, I do not see 

how he could have put it in other words. It is very 

concise and to the point.’ 

‘ Yes ; there is no doubt about that, especially the 

first three words, “ We are cheated !” Those are 

the words that make me think Kenyon has given up 

all hope ; so there may be some trouble in finding 

him.’ 
‘ Did you learn whether money could be sent by 

cable or not ?’ 
‘ Oh yes; there is no difficulty about that. The 

20 
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money is deposited in a bank here, and will be credited 

to Kenyon in the bank at Ottawa.’ 

‘ Very well, then,’ said Miss Longworth, handing him 

the piece of paper, ‘ there is the money.’ 

Wentworth gave a long whistle as he looked at it. 

‘ Excuse my rudeness,’ he said; * I don’t see a bit of 

paper like this every day. You mean, then, to buy the 

mine ?’ 

‘ Yes ; I mean to buy the mine.’ 

‘Very well; but there is ten thousand pounds more 

here than is necessary.’ 

‘Yes. I mean not only to buy the mine, but to work 

it; and so some working capital will be necessary. 

How much do you suppose.’ 

‘About that I have no idea,’ said Wentworth. ‘I 

should think five thousand pounds would be ample.’ 

‘Then, we shall leave five thousand pounds in the 

bank here for contingencies, and cable twenty-five 

thousand pounds to Mr. Kenyon. I shall expect him 

to get me a good man to manage the mine. I am 

sure he will be glad to do that.’ 

‘ Most certainly he will. John Kenyon, now that the 

mine has not fallen into the hands of those who tried 

to cheat him, will be glad to do anything for the new 

owner of it. He won’t mind, in the least, losing his 

money if he knows that you have the mine.’ 

‘ Ah, but that is the one thing he must not know. As 

to losing the money, neither you nor Mr. Kenyon are 

to lose a penny. If the mine is all you think it is, then 

it will be an exceedingly profitable investment; and 

I intend that we shall each take our third, just as if 

you had contributed one-third of the money, and M' 

Kenyon another.’ 
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* But, my dear Miss Longworth, that is absurd. We 

could never accept any such terms.’ 

e Oh yes, you can. I spoke to John Kenyon himself 

about being a partner in this mine. I am afraid he 

thought very little of the offer at the time. I don’t 

intend him to know anything at all about my owner¬ 

ship now. He has discovered the mine—you and he 

together. If it is valueless, then you and he will be 

two of the sufferers ; if it is all you think it is, then you 

will be the gainers. The labourer is worthy of his hire, 

and I am sure both you and Mr. Kenyon have laboured 

hard enough in this venture. Should he guess I 

bought it, the chances are that he will be stupidly 

and stubbornly conscientious, and decline to share the 

fruits of his labours.’ 

‘ And do you think, Miss Longworth, I am not con¬ 

scientious enough to refuse ?’ 

* Oh, yes ; you are conscientious, but you are sensible. 

Mr. Kenyon isn’t.’ 

‘ I think you are mistaken about that. He is one of 

the most sensible men in the world—morbidly sensible, 

perhaps.’ 

‘ Well, I think, if Mr. Kenyon knew I owned the 

mine, he would not take a penny as his share. So I 

trust you will never let him know I am the person who 

gave the money to buy the mine.’ 

* But is he never to know it, Miss Longworth ?’ 

* Perhaps not. If he is to learn, I am the person to 

tell him.’ 
* I quite agree with you there, and I shall respect 

your confidence.1 
‘ Now, what time,’ said the young woman, looking 

at her watch, ‘ ought we to get an answer from Mr. 

Kenyon ?’ 
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‘ Ah, that, as I said before, no one can tell.’ 

‘ I suppose, then, the best plan is to send the money 

at once, or put it in the way of being sent, to some 

bank in Ottawa.’ 

‘Yes, that is the best thing to do; although, of 

course, if John Kenyon is not there-’ 

‘ If he is not there what shall we do ?’ 

* I do not exactly know. I could cable to Mr. Von 

Brent. Von Brent is the owner of the mine, and the 

man who gave John the option. I do not know how 

far he is committed to the others. If he is as honest 

as I take him to be, he will accept the money, providing 

it is sent in before twelve o’clock, and then we shall have 

the mine. Of that I know nothing whatever, because 

I have no particulars except John’s cable-message.’ 

* Then, I can do no more just now?’ 

‘ Yes, you can. You will have to write a cheque for 

the twenty-five thousand pounds. You see, this cheque 

is crossed, and will go into your banking account. An¬ 

other cheque will have to be drawn to get the money 

out.’ 

‘ Ah, I see. I have not my cheque-book here, but 

perhaps you can send this cheque to the bank, and I 

will return. There will be time enough, I suppose, 

before the closing hour of the bank ?’ 

‘ Yes, there will be plenty of time. Of course, the 

sooner we get the money away the better.’ 

‘ I shall return shortly after lunch. Perhaps you will 

then have heard from Mr. Kenyon. If anything comes 

sooner, will you send me a telegram ? Here is my 

address.’ 

‘I will do that,’ said Wentworth, as he bade her 

good-bye. 
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As soon as lunch was over, Miss Longworth, with her 

cheque-book, again visited Wentworth’s office. When 

she entered he shook his head. 

‘ No news yet,’ he said. 

‘This is terrible,’ she answered; ‘suppose he has 

left Ottawa and started for home ?’ 

‘ I do not think he would do that. Still, I imagine 

he would think there was no reason for staying in 

Ottawa. Nevertheless, I know Kenyon well enough to 

believe that he will wait there till the last minute of the 

option has expired, in the hope that something may 

happen. He knows, of course, that I shall be doing 

everything I can in London, and he may have a faint 

expectation that I shall be able to accomplish some¬ 

thing.’ 

* It would be useless to cable again ?’ 

‘ Quite. If that message does not reach him, none 

will.’ 

As he was speaking, a boy entered the room with a 

telegram in his hand. Its contents were short and to 

the point: 

* Cablegram received. 

‘ Kenyon.’ 

‘Well, that’s all right,’ said Wentworth; ‘now I 

shall cable that we have the money, and advise him to 

identify himself at the bank, so that there can be no 

formalities about the drawing of it, to detain him.’ 

Saying this, Wentworth pulled the telegraph-forms 

towards him, and, after considerable labour, managed 

to concoct a satisfactory despatch. 

‘Don’t spare money on it,’ urged his visitor; ‘be 

sure and make it plain to him.’ 
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‘ I think that will do, don’t you ?’ 

‘Yes,’ she answered, after reading the despatch; 

‘ that will do.’ 

‘ Now,’ she said, ‘here is the cheque. Shall I wait 

here while you do all that is necessary to cable the 

money, or had I better go, and return again to see if 

everything is all right ?’ 

‘ If you don’t mind, just sit where you are. You may 

lock this door, if you like, and you will not be dis¬ 

turbed.’ 

It was an hour before Wentworth returned, but his 

face was radiant. 

‘We have done everything we can,’ he said; ‘the 

money is at his order there, if the cablegram gets over 

before twelve o’clock to-morrow, as of course it will.’ 

‘ Very well, then, good-bye,’ said the girl with a smile, 

holding out her hand. 

CHAPTER XXXVI. 

If any man more miserable and dejected than John 

Kenyon existed in the broad dominion of Canada, he 

was indeed a person to be pitied. After having sent his 

cablegram to Wentworth, he returned to his very cheer¬ 

less hotel. Next morning when he awoke he knew that 

Wentworth would have received the message, but that 

the chances were ten thousand to one that he could not 

get the money in time, even if he could get it at all. 

Still, he resolved to stay in Ottawa, much as he detested 

the place, until the hour the option expired. Then, he 

thought, he would look round among the mines, and 

see if he could not get something to do in the manage- 
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merit of one of them. This would enable him to make 

some money, wherewith to pay the debts which he 

and Wentworth would have incurred as a result oi 

their disastrous speculation. He felt so depressed 

that he did what most other Englishmen would have 

done in his place—took a long walk. He stood on the 

bridge over the Ottawa River and gazed for a while 

at the Chaudiere Falls, watching the mist rising from 

the chasm into which the waters plunged. Then he 

walked along the other side of the river, among big 

saw-mills and huge interminable piles of lumber, with 

their grateful piny smell. By-and-by he found him¬ 

self in the country, and then the forest closed in upon 

the bad road on which he walked. Nevertheless, he 

kept on and on, without heeding where he was going. 

Here and there he saw clearings in the woods, and a 

log shanty, or perhaps a barn. The result of all this 

was that, being a healthy man, he soon developed an 

enormous appetite, which forced itself upon his attention 

in spite of his depression. He noticed the evening was 

closing around him, and so was glad to come to a 

farmhouse that looked better than the ordinary shanties 

he had left behind. Here he asked for food, and soon sat 

down to a plentiful meal, the coarseness of which was 

more than compensated for by the excellence of his 

appetite. After dinner he began to realize how tired 

he was, and felt astonished to hear from his host how 

far he was from Ottawa. 
‘ You can’t get there to-night,’ said the farmer; ‘ it 

is no use your trying. You stay with us, and I’ll take 

you in to-morrow. I’m going there in the afternoon.’ 

And so Kenyon remained all night, and slept the 

dreamless sleep of health and exhaustion. 
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It was somewhat late in the afternoon when he 

reached the city of Ottawa. Going towards his hotel, 

he was astonished to hear his name shouted after him. 

Turning round, he saw a man, whom he did not 

recognise, running after him. 

* Your name is Kenyon, isn’t it ?’ asked the man, 

somewhat out of breath. 

‘ Yes, that is my name.’ 

* I guess you don’t remember me. I am the telegraph 

operator. We have had a despatch waiting for you 

for some time, a cablegram from London. We have 

searched all over the town for you, but couldn’t find 

you.’ 

‘Ah,’ said Kenyon, ‘is it important ?’ 

‘Well, that I don’t know. You had better come 

with me to the office and get it. Of course, they don’t 

generally cable unimportant things. I remember it 

said something about you keeping yourself in readiness 

for something.’ 

They walked together to the telegraph-office. The 

boy was still searching for Kenyon with the original 

despatch, but the operator turned up the file and read 
the copy to him. 

‘ You see, it wants an answer,’ he said ; ‘ that’s why 

I thought it was important to get you. You will have 

plenty of time for an answer to-night.’ 

John took a lead pencil and wrote the cable despatch 

which Wentworth received. He paid his money, and 
said : 

‘ I will go to my hotel; it is the-House. I will 

wait there, and if anything comes for me, send it over 
as soon as possible.’ 

‘ All right,’ said the operator, ‘ that is the best plan ; 
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then we will know exactly where to find you. Of 

course, there is no use in your waiting here, because 

we can get you in five minutes. Perhaps I had better 

telephone to the hotel for you if anything comes.’ 

* Very well,’ said Kenyon; ‘ I will leave it all in your 

hands.’ 

Whether it was the effect of having been in the 

country or not, John felt that the cablegram he 

had received was a good omen. He meditated over 

the tremendous ill-fortune he had suffered in the 

whole business from beginning to end, and thought of 

old Mr. Longworth’s favourite phrase, ‘ There’s no 

such thing as luck.’ 

Then came a rap at his door, and the bell-boy 

said : 

‘There is a gentleman here wishes to speak to you.’ 

‘Ask him to come up,’ was the answer; and two 

minutes later Von Brent entered. 

* Any news ?’ he asked. 

John, who was in a state of mind which made him 

suspicious of everything and everybody, answered : 

* No, nothing new.’ 

* Ah, I am sorry for that. I had some hopes that 

perhaps you might be able to raise the money before 

twelve o’clock to-morrow. Of course you know the 

option ends at noon to-morrow ?’ 

‘ Yes, I know that.’ 

‘ Did you know that Longworth was in Ottawa?’ 

‘ No,’ said Kenyon ; ‘ I have been out of town myself.’ 

‘Yes, he came last night. He has the money in the 

bank, as I told you. Now, I will not accept it until 

the very latest moment. Of course, legally, I cannot 

accept it before that time, and, just as legally, I cannot 
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refuse his money when he tenders it. I am very sorry 

all this has happened—more sorry than I can tell you. 

I hope you will not think that I am to blame in the 

matter ?’ 

* No, you are not in the slightest to blame. There 

is nobody in fault except myself. I feel that I have 

been culpably negligent, and altogether too trustful.’ 

‘ I wish to goodness I knew where you could get the 

monejr; but, of course, if I knew that, I would have 

had it myself long ago.’ 

‘ I am very much obliged to you,’ said Kenyon ; ‘ but 

the only thing you can do for me is to see that your 

clock is not ahead of time to-morrow. I may, perhaps, 

be up at the office before twelve o’clock—that is where 

I shall find you, I suppose ?’ 

‘ Yes ; I shall be there all the forenoon. I shall not 

leave until twelve.’ 

‘Very good; I am much obliged to you, Mr. Von 

Brent, for your sympathy. I assure you, I haven’t 

many friends, and it—well, I’m obliged to you, that’s 

all. An Englishman, you know, is not very profuse in 

the matter of thanks, but I mean it.’ 

‘I’m sure you do,’ said Von Brent, ‘and I’m only 

sorry that my assistance cannot be something sub¬ 

stantial. Well, good-bye, hoping to see you to-morrow.’ 

After he had departed, Kenyon’s impatience increased 

as the hours went on. He left the hotel, and went 

direct to the telegraph-office ; but nothing had come 

for him. 

‘ I’m afraid,’ said the operator, ‘that there won’t be 

anything more to-night. If it should come late, shall 

I send it to your hotel ?’ 

‘ Certainly; no matter at what hour it comes, I 
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wish you would let me have it as soon as possible. It 
is very important.’ 

Leaving the office, he went up the street and, pass¬ 

ing the principal hotel in the place, saw young Long- 

worth standing under the portico of the hotel as dapper 

and correct in costume as ever, his single eyeglass the 

admiration of all Ottawa, for there was not another 

like it in the city. 

‘ How do you do, Kenyon ?’ said that young man. 

‘ My dear sir,’ replied Kenyon, * the last time you 

spoke to me you said you desired to have nothing more 

to say to me. I cordially reciprocated that sentiment, 

and I want to have nothing to say to you.’ 

‘My dear fellow,’ cried Longworth jauntily, ‘there 

is no harm done. Of course, in New York I was 

a little out of sorts. Everybody is in New York 

— beastly hole ! I don’t think it is worse than 

Ottawa, but the air is purer here. By the way, per¬ 

haps you and I can make a little arrangement. I am 

going to buy that mine to-morrow, as doubtless you 

know. Now, I should like to see it in the hands of a 

good and competent man. If a couple of hundred 

pounds a year would be any temptation to you, I think 

we can afford to let you develop the mine.’ 

* Thank you !’ said Kenyon. 

‘I knew you would be grateful; just think over the 

matter, will you ? and don’t come to any rash deci¬ 

sion. We can probably give a little more than that; 

but until we see how the mine is turning out, it is not 

likely we shall spend a great deal of money on it.’ 

‘ Of course,’ said John, ‘the proper answer to your 

remark would be to knock you down ; but, besides 

being a law-abiding citizen, I have no desire to get 
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into gaol to-night for doing it, because there is one 

chance in a thousand, Mr. Longworth, that I may have 

some business to do with that mine myself before 

twelve o’clock to-morrow.’ 

‘ Ah, it is my turn to be grateful now !’ said Long- 

worth. ‘ In a rough-and-tumble fight I am afraid you 

would master me easier than you would do in a con¬ 

test of diplomacy.’ 

‘ Do you call it diplomacy? You refer, I suppose, to 

your action in relation to the mine. I call it robbery.’ 

'Oh, do you ? Well, that is the kind of conversation 

which leads to breaches of the peace; and as I also am 

a law-abiding subject, I will not continue the discussion 

any further. I bid you a very good evening, Mr. 

Kenyon.’ 

The young man turned on his heel and went into the 

hotel. John walked to his own much more modest inn, 

and retired for the night. He did not sleep well. All 

night long, phantom telegraph-messengers were rapping 

at the door, and he started up every now and then to 

receive cablegrams which faded away as he awoke. 

Shortly after breakfast he went to the telegraph-office, 

but found that nothing had arrived for him. 

‘ I am afraid,’ said the operator, ‘ that nothing will 

come on before noond 

‘ Before noon !’ echoed John. ' Why ?’ 

‘ The wires are down in some places in the East, and 

messages are delayed a good deal. Perhaps you noticed 

the lack of Eastern news in the morning papers ? Very 

little news came from the East last night.’ Seeing 

John’s look of anxious interest, the operator continued: 

‘ Does the despatch you expect pertain to money 

matters ?’ 
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‘ Yes, it does.’ 

‘ Do they know you at the bank ?’ 

‘ No, I don’t think they do.’ 

‘ Then, if I were you, I would go up to the bank and 

be identified, so that, if it is a matter of minutes, no 

unnecessary time may be lost. You had better tell 

them you expect a money-order by cable, and, although 

such orders are paid without any identification at the 

bank, yet they take every precaution to see that it 

does not get into the hands of the wrong man.’ 

* Thank you,’ said Kenyon. ‘ I am much obliged to 

you for your suggestion. I will act upon it.’ 

And as soon as the bank opened, John Kenyon pre¬ 

sented himself to the cashier. 

‘ I am expecting a large amount of money from 

England to-day. It is very important that, when it 

arrives, there shall be no delay in having it placed at 

my disposal. I want to know if there are any for¬ 

malities to be gone through.’ 

‘Where is the money coming from ?’ said the clerk. 

‘ It is coming from England.’ 

‘ Is there anyone in Ottawa who can identify 

you ?’ 

‘ Yes ; I know the telegraph operator here.’ 

* Ah !’ said the cashier somewhat doubtfully. ‘Any¬ 

body else ?’ 
! Mr. Von Brent knows me very well.’ 

‘That will do. Suppose you get Mr. Von Brent to 

come here and identify you as the man who bears the 

name of Kenyon. Then the moment your cablegram 

comes the money will be at your disposal.’ 

Kenyon hurried to Von Brent’s rooms and found 

him alone. 
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‘ Will you come down to the bank and identify me 

as Kenyon ?’ 

‘ Certainly. Has the money arrived ?’ 

‘ No, it has not; but I expect it, and want to provide 

for every contingency. I do not wish to have any 

delay in my identification when it does come.’ 

* If it comes by cable,’ said Von Brent, ‘ there will be 

no need of identification. T he bank is not responsible, 

you know. They take the money entirely at the 

sender’s risk. They might pay it to the telegraph 

operator who receives the message! I believe they 

would not be held liable. However, it is better to see 

that nothing is left undone.’ 

Going over to the bank, Von Brent said to the cashier: 

‘This is John Kenyon.’ 

‘ Very good,’ replied the cashier. * Have you been at 

the telegraph-office lately, Mr. Kenyon ?’ 

‘ No, I have not—at least, not for half an hour or so.’ 

‘ Well, I would go there as soon as possible, if I were 

you.’ 

‘ That means,’ said Von Brent, as soon as they had 

reached the door, ‘ that they have had their notice 

about the money. I believe it is already in the bank 

for you. I will go back to my rooms and not leave 

them till you come.’ 

John hurried to the telegraph-office. 

‘ Anything for me yet ?’ he said. 

‘ Nothing as yet, Mr. Kenyon; I think, however,’ he 

added with a smile, ‘ that it will be all right. I hope 

so.’ 

The moments ticked along with their usual rapidity, 

yet it seemed to Kenyon the clock was going fearfully 

fast. Eleven o’clock came and found him still pacing 
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up and down the office of the telegraph. The operator 

offered him the hospitality of the private room, but 

this he declined. Every time the machine clicked, 

John's ears were on the alert, trying to catch a meaning 

from the instrument. 

Ten minutes after eleven ! 

Twenty minutes after eleven, and still no despatch ! 

The cold perspiration stood on John’s brow, and he 

groaned aloud. 

* I suppose it’s very important,’ said the operator. 

* Very important.’ 

* Well, now, I shouldn’t say so, but I know the money 

is in the bank for you. Perhaps if you went up there 

and demanded it, they would give it to you.’ 

It was twenty-five minutes past the hour when John 

hurried towards the bank. 

‘ I have every belief,’ he said to the cashier, ‘ that 

the money is here for me now. Is it possible for me 

to get it ?’ 
‘ Have you your cablegram ?’ 

‘ No, I have not.’ 

‘ Well, you know, we cannot pay the money until 

we see your cablegram. If time is of importance, 

you should not leave the telegraph-office, and the 

moment you get your message, come here; then there 

will be no delay whatever. Do you wish to draw all 

the money at once ?’ 

* I don’t know how much there is, but I must have 

twenty thousand pounds.’ 

* Very well, to save time you had better make out a 

cheque for twenty thousand pounds; that will be-’ 

And here he gave the number of dollars at the late of 

the day on the pound. ‘Just make out a cheque for 
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that amount, and I will certify it. A certified cheque 

is as good as gold. The moment you get your message 

I will hand you the certified cheque.’ 

John wrote out the order and gave it to the 

cashier, glancing at the clock as he did so. It was 

now twenty-five minutes to twelve. He rushed to the 

telegraph-office with all the speed of which he was 

capable, but met only a blank look again from the 

chief operator. 

* It has not come yet,’ he said, shaking his head. 

Gradually despair began to descend on the waiting 

man. It was worse to miss everything now, than 

never to have had the hope of success. It was like 

hanging a man who had once been reprieved. He 

resumed his nervous pace up and down that chamber 

of torture. A quarter to twelve. He heard chimes 

ring somewhere. If the message did not come before 

they rang again, it would be for ever too late. 

Fourteen minutes—thirteen minutes—twelve minutes 

—eleven minutes—ten minutes to twelve, and yet, 

no- 

* Here you are !’ shouted the operator in great glee, 

‘she’s a-coming — it’s all right — “John Kenyon, 

Ottawa.” ’ Then he wrote as rapidly as the machine 

ticked out the message. ‘There it is; now rush !’ 

John needed no telling to rush. People had begun 

to notice him as the man who was doing nothing 

but running between the bank and the telegraph- 

office. 

It was seven minutes to twelve when he got to the 

bank. 

‘ Is that despatch right?’ he said, shoving it through 

the arched aperture. 
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The clerk looked at it with provoking composure, 

and then compared it with some papers. 

‘ For God’s sake, hurry !’ pleaded John. 

‘You have plenty of time,’ said the cashier coolly, 

looking up at the clock and going on with his examina¬ 

tion. ‘Yes,’ he added, ‘that is right. Here is your 

certified cheque.’ 

John clasped it, and bolted out of the bank as a 

burglar might have done. It was five minutes to 

twelve when he got to the steps that led to the rooms 

of Mr. Von Brent. Now all his excitement seemed 

to have deserted him. He was as cool and calm as 

if he had five days, instead of so many minutes, in 

which to make the payment. He mounted the steps 

quietly, walked along the passage, and knocked at the 

door of Von Brent’s room. 

‘ Come in !’ was the shout that greeted him. 

He opened the door, glancing at the clock behind 

Von Brent’s head as he did so. 

It stood at three minutes to twelve. 

Young Mr. Longworth was sitting there, with just 

a touch of pallor on his countenance, and there seemed 

to be an ominous glitter in his eyeglass. He said 

nothing, and John Kenyon completely ignored his 

presence. 
‘ There is still some life left in my option, I believe?’ 

he said to Von Brent, after nodding good-day to 

him. 
‘ Very little, but perhaps it will serve. You have 

two minutes and a half,’ said Von Brent. 

‘ Are the papers ready ?’ inquired John. 

‘ All ready, everything except putting in the names.’ 

‘Very well, here is the money.’ 
21 
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Von Brent looked at the certified cheque. ‘That 

is perfectly right,’ he said ; 1 the mine is yours.’ 

Then he rose and stretched his hand across the 

table to Kenyon, who grasped it cordially. 

Young Mr. Longworth also rose, and said languidly: 

‘ As this seems to be a meeting of long-lost brothers, 

I shall not intrude. Good-day, Mr. Von Brent.’ 

Then, adjusting his eyeglass in a leisurely manner, 

he walked out of the room. 

CHAPTER XXXVII. 

When Edith Longworth entered the office of George 

Wentworth, that young gentleman somewhat surprised 

her. He sprang from his chair the moment she entered 

the room, rushed out of the door, and shouted at the 

top of his voice to the boy, who answered him, where¬ 

upon Wentworth returned to the room, apparently in 

his right mind. 

‘ I beg your pardon, Miss Longworth,’ he said, 

laughing; ‘the fact was, I had just sent my boy with 

a telegram for you, and now, you see, I have saved 

sixpence.’ 

‘ Then you have heard from Canada ?’ said the 

young lady. 

‘ Yes; a short message, but to the point.’ 

He handed her the cablegram, and she read : 

‘ Mine purchased ; shall take charge temporarily.’ 

‘ Then, the money got there in time,’ she said, hand¬ 

ing him back the telegraphic message. 

‘ Oh yes,’ said George, with the easy confidence of 
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a man who doesn’t at all know what he is talking 

about. ‘We had plenty of time ; I knew it would get 

there all right.’ 

* I am glad of that; I was afraid perhaps we might 

have sent it too late. One can never tell what delays 

or formalities there may be.’ 

‘ Evidently there was no trouble. And now, Miss 

Longworth, what are your commands ? Am I to be 

your agent here, in Great Britain ?’ 

‘ Have you written to Mr. Kenyon ?’ 

‘Yes, I wrote to him just after I sent the cable 

message.’ 

‘ Of course you didn’t-’ 

‘No, I didn’t say a word that would lead him to 

suspect who was the mistress of the mine. In my zeal 

I even went so far as to give you a name. You are 

hereafter to be known in the correspondence as Mr. 

Smith, the owner of the mine.’ 

Miss Longworth laughed. 

‘ And—oh, by the way,’ cried Wentworth, ‘ here is a 

barrel belonging to you.’ 

‘ A barrel!’ she said, and, looking in the direction to 

which he pointed, she saw in the corner of the room 

a barrel with the head taken away. ‘ If it is my pro¬ 

perty,’ continued the young woman, ‘ who has taken 

the liberty of opening it ?’ 

‘ Oh, I did that as your agent. That barrel contains 

the mineral from the mine, which we hope will prove 

so valuable. It started from Canada over three months 

ago, and only arrived here the other day. It seems 

that the idiot who sent it addressed it by way of New 

York, and it was held by some Jack-in-office belonging 

to the United States Customs. We have had more 
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diplomatic correspondence and trouble about that 

barrel than you can imagine, and now it comes a 

day behind the fair, when it is really of no use to 

anyone.’ 

Miss Longworth rose and went to the barrel. She 

picked out some of the beautiful white specimens that 

were in it. 

‘ Is this the mineral ?’ she asked. 

Wentworth laughed. 

* Imagine a person buying a mine at an exorbitant 

price, and not knowing what it produces. Yes, that is 

the mineral.’ 

‘ This is not mica, of course ?’ 

‘No, it is not mica. That is the stuff used for the 

making of china.’ 

‘ It looks as if it would take a good polish. Will it, 

do you know ?’ 

‘ I do not know. I could easily find out for you.’ 

‘I wish you would, and get a piece of it polished, 

which I will use as a paper-weight.’ 

‘ What are your orders for the rest of the barrel V 

* What did you intend doing with it ?’ said the 

young woman. 

‘ Well, I was thinking the best plan would be to send 

some of it to each of the pottery works in this country, 

and get their orders for more of the stuff, if they want 

to use it.’ 

* I think that an extremely good idea. I understand 

from the cablegram that Mr. Kenyon says he will take 

charge of the mine temporarily.’ 

‘ Yes; I imagine he left Ottawa at once, as soon as 

he had concluded his bargain. Of course, we shall not 

know for certain until he writes.’ 
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‘ Very well, then, it appears to me the best thing you 

could do over here would be to secure what orders 

can be obtained in England for the mineral. Then, I 

suppose, you could write to Mr. Kenyon, and ask him 

to engage a proper person to work the mine.’ 

* Yes, I will do that.’ 

* When he comes over here, you and he can have a 

consultation as to the best thing to do next. I expect 

nothing very definite can be arranged until he comes. 

You may make whatever excuse you can for the absence 

of the mythical Mr. Smith, and say that you act for him. 

Then you may tell Mr. Kenyon, in whatever manner 

you choose, that Mr. Smith intends both you and Mr. 

Kenyon to share conjointly with him. I think you will 

have no trouble in making John—that is, in making 

Mr. Kenyon—believe there is such a person as Mr. 

Smith, if you put it strongly enough to him. Make 

him understand that Mr. Smith would never have 

heard of the mine unless Mr. Kenyon and you had 

discovered it, and that he is very glad indeed to have 

such a good opportunity of investing his money; so 

that, naturally, he wishes those who have been instru¬ 

mental in helping him to this investment to share in its 

profits. I imagine you can make all this clear enough, 

so that your friend will suspect nothing. Don’t you 

think so ?’ 
‘Well, with any other man than John Kenyon I 

should have my doubts, because, as a fabricator, I 

don’t think I have a very high reputation; but with 

John I have no fears whatever. He will believe every¬ 

thing I say. It is almost a pity to delude so trustful 

a man, but it’s so very much to his own advantage 

that I shall have no hesitation in doing it.’ 
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‘Then, you will write to him about getting a fit and 

proper person to manage the mine ?’ 

‘Yes. I don't think there will be any necessity for 

doing so, but I will make sure. I imagine John will 

not leave there until he sees everything to his satis¬ 

faction. He will be very anxious indeed for the mine 

to prove the great success he has always believed it 

to be, even though, at present, he does not know 

he is to have any pecuniary interest in its pros¬ 

perity.’ 

‘Very well then, I shall bid you good-bye. I may 

not be here again, but whenever you hear from 

Mr. Kenyon, I shall be very glad if you will let me 

know.’ 

‘ Certainly; I will send you all the documents in 

the case, as you once remarked. You always like to 

see the original papers, don’t you ?’ 

‘Yes, I suppose I do.’ Miss Longworth lingered a 

moment at the door, then, looking straight at Went¬ 

worth, she said to him, ‘ You remember you spoke 

rather bitterly to my father the other day ?’ 

‘Yes,’ said Wentworth, colouring; ‘ I remember it.’ 

‘You are a young man; he is old. Besides that, I 

think you were entirely in the wrong. He had nothing 

whatever to do with his nephew’s action.’ 

‘ Oh, I know that,’ said Wentworth. ‘ I would have 

apologized to him long ago, only—well, you know, he 

told me I shouldn’t be allowed in the office again, and 

I don’t suppose I should.’ 

‘ A letter from you would be allowed in the office,’ 

replied the young lady, looking at the floor. 

‘ Of course it would,’ said George; ‘ I will write to 

him instantly and apologize.’ 
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‘ It is very good of you,’ said Edith, holding out her 

hand to him; the next moment she was gone. 

George Wentworth turned to his desk and wrote a 

letter of apology. Then he mused to himself upon the 

strange and incomprehensible nature of women. ‘ She 

makes me apologize to him, and quite right too; but if 

it hadn’t been for the row with her father, she never 

would have heard about the transaction, and therefore 

couldn’t have bought the mine, which she was anxious 

to do for Kenyon’s sake—lucky beggar John is, after all!’ 

CHAPTER XXXVIII. 

When the business of transferring the mine to its new 

owner was completed, John Kenyon went to the tele¬ 

graph-office, and sent a short cable-message to Went¬ 

worth. Then he turned his steps to the hotel, an 

utterly exhausted man. The excitement and tension 

of the day had been too much for him, and he felt that, 

if he did not get out of the city of Ottawa and into the 

country, where there were fewer people and more air, 

he was going to be ill. He resolved to leave for the 

mine as soon as possible. There he would get affairs 

in as good order as might be, and keep things going 

until he heard from the owner. When he reached 

his hotel, he wrote a letter to Wentworth, detailing 

briefly the circumstances under which he had secured 

the mine, and dealing with other more personal matters. 

Having posted this, he began to pack his portmanteau, 

preparatory to leaving early next morning. While thus 

occupied, the bell-boy came into his room, and said : 

‘ There is a gentleman wants to see you.’ 
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He imagined at once that it was Von Brent, who 

wished to see him with regard to some formality 

relating to the transfer, and he was, therefore, very 

much astonished—in fact, for the moment speechless— 

when Mr. William Longworth entered and calmly 

gazed round the rather shabby room with his critical 

eyeglass. 

‘ Ah,’ he said, ‘ these are your diggings, are they ? 

This is what they call a dollar hotel, I suppose, over 

here. Well, some people may like it, but, I confess, I 

don’t care much about it, myself. Their three or four 

dollars a day hotels are bad enough for me. By the 

way, you look rather surprised to see me; being 

strangers together in a strange country, I expected a 

warmer greeting. You said last night, in front of the 

Russell House, that it would please you very much to 

give me a warm greeting ; perhaps you would like to do 

so to-night.’ 

‘ Have you come up here to provoke a quarrel with 

me ?’ asked Kenyon. 

‘ Oh, bless you, no ! Quarrel! Nothing of the sort. 

What should I want to quarrel about ?’ 

‘ Perhaps you will be good enough to tell me why you 

come here, then ?’ 

‘ A very reasonable request. Very reasonable in¬ 

deed, and perfectly natural, but still quite unnecessary. 

It is not likely that a man would climb up here into 

your rooms, and then not be prepared to tell you why 

he came. I came, in the first place, to congratulate 

you on the beautiful and dramatic way in which you 

secured the mine at the last moment, or apparently at 

the last moment. I suppose you had the money all the 
time ?’ 
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* No, I had not.’ 

‘ Then you came in to Von Brent just as soon as you 
received it ?’ 

‘ Well, now, I don’t see that it is the business of any¬ 

one else but myself. Still, if you want to know, I may 

say that I came to Mr. Von Brent’s room at the moment 

I received the money.’ 

‘ Really ! Then it was sent over by cable, I 
presume ?’ 

‘Your presumption is entirely correct.’ 

* My dear Kenyon,’ said the young man, seating him¬ 

self without being asked, and gazing at John in a bene¬ 

volent kind of way, ‘ you really show some temper over 

this little affair of yours. Now, here is the whole thing 

in a nutshell-’ 

‘ My dear sir, I don’t wish to hear the whole thing in 

a nutshell. I know all about it—all I wish to know.’ 

* Ah, precisely; of course you do; certainly ; but, 

nevertheless, let me have my say. Here is the whole 

thing. I tried to—well, to cheat you. I thought I 

could make a little money by doing so, and my scheme 

failed. Now, if anybody should be in a bad temper, it 

is I, not you. Don’t you see that ? You are not acting 

your part well at all. I’m astonished at you !’ 

‘ Mr. Longworth, I wish to have nothing whatever to 

say to you. If you have anything to ask, I wish you 

would ask it as quickly as possible, and then leave me 

alone.’ 

‘ The chief fault I find with you, Kenyon,’ said Long- 

worth, throwing one leg over the other, and clasping 

his hands round his knee—‘ the chief fault I have to find 

is your painful lack of a sense of humour. Now, you 

remember last night I offered you the managership of 
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the mine. I thought, certainly, that by this time to¬ 

day I should be owner of it, or, at least, one of the 

owners. Now, you don’t appear to appreciate the 

funniness of the situation. Here you are, the owner of 

the mine, and I am out in the cold—“ left,” as they 

say here in America. I am the man who is left-’ 

‘ If that is all you have to talk about,’ said Kenyon 

gravely, ‘ I must ask you to allow me to go on with my 

packing. I am going to the mine to-morrow.’ 

‘ Certainly, my dear fellow; go at once and never 

mind me. Can I be of any assistance to you ? It re¬ 

quires a special genius, you know, to pack a port¬ 

manteau properly. But what I wanted to say was this: 

Why didn’t you turn round, when you had got the mine, 

and offer me the managership of it ? Then }'ou would 

have had your revenge. The more I think of that 

episode in Von Brent’s office, the more I think you 

utterly failed to realize the dramatic possibilities of the 

situation.’ 

Kenyon was silent. 

‘ Now, all this time you are wondering why I came 

here. Doubtless you wish to know what I want/ 

‘ I have not the slightest interest in the matter,’ said 
Kenyon. 

‘ That is ungracious; but, nevertheless, I will con¬ 

tinue. It is better, I see, to be honest with you, if a 

man wants to get anything from you. Now, I want 

to get a bit of information from you. I want to know 

where you got the money with which you bought the 
mine ?’ 

‘ I got it from the bank.’ 

‘ Ah, yes ; but I want to know who sent it over to 

you ?’ 
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‘ It was sent to me by George Wentworth.'* 

‘ Quite so; but now I want to know who gave Went¬ 
worth the money ?’ 

‘ You will have a chance of finding that out when you 

go to England, by asking him.’ 

‘ Then you won’t tell me ?’ 

‘ I can’t tell you.’ 

‘ You mean by that, of course, that you won’t.’ 

‘ I always mean, Mr. Longworth, exactly what I say. 

I mean that I can’t tell you. I don’t know myself.’ 
‘ Really ?’ 

‘ Yes, really. You seem to have some difficulty in 

believing that anybody can speak the truth.’ 

‘ Well, it isn’t a common vice, speaking the truth. 

You must forgive a little surprise.’ He nursed his knee 

for a moment, and looked meditatively up at the ceil¬ 

ing. ‘ Now, would you like to know who furnished that 

money ?’ 

‘ I have no curiosity in the matter whatever.’ 

‘ Have you not ? You are a singular man. It seems 

to me that a person into whose lap twenty thousand 

pounds drops from the skies would have some little 

curiosity to know from whom the money came.’ 

‘ I haven’t the slightest.’ 

* Nevertheless, I will tell you who gave the money to 

Wentworth. It was my dear friend Melville. I didn’t 

tell you in New York, of course, that Melville and I had 

a little quarrel about this matter, and he went home 

decidedly huffy. I had no idea he would take this 

method of revenge ; but I see it quite clearly now. He 

knew I had secured the option of the mine. There 

was a little trouble as to what our respective shares 

were to be, and I thought, as I had secured the 
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option, I had the right to dictate terms. He thought 

differently. He was going to Von Brent to explain the 

whole matter; but I pointed out that such a course 

would do no good, the option being legally made out in 

my name, so that the moment your claim expired, mine 

began. When this dawned upon him, he took the 

steamer and went to England. Now, I can see his 

hand in this artistic finish to the affair. It was a pretty 

sharp trick of Melville’s, and I give him credit for it. 

He is a very much shrewder and cleverer man than I 

thought he was.’ 

‘ It seems to me, Mr. Longworth, that your inordi¬ 

nate conceit makes you always under-estimate your 

friends, or your enemies either, for that matter.’ 

‘ There is something in that, Kenyon; I think you 

are more than half right, but I thought, perhaps, I 

could make it advantageous to you to do me a favour 

in this matter. I thought you might have no objection 

to writing a little document to the effect that the 

money did not come in time, and, consequently, I had 

secured the mine. Then, if you would sign that, I 

would take it over to Melville and make terms with 

him. Of course, if he knows that he has the mine, 

there will not be much chance of coming to any 

arrangement with him.’ 

‘You can make no arrangements with me, Mr. 

Longworth, that involve sacrifice of the truth.’ 

‘ Ah, well, I suspected as much; but I thought it 

was worth trying. However, my dear sir, I may make 

terms with Melville yet, and then, I imagine, you won’t 

have much to do with the mine.’ 

‘ I shall not have anything to do with it if you and 

Melville have a share in it; and if, as you suspect, 
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Melville has the mine, I consider you are in a bad way. 

My opinion is that, when one rascal gets advantage 

over another rascal, the other rascal will be, as you 
say, “ left.” ’ 

Longworth mused over this for a moment, and 
said : 

‘Yes, I fear you are right—in fact, I am certain of 

it. Well, that is all I wanted to know. I will bid you 

good-bye. I shan’t see you again in Ottawa, as I shall 

sail very shortly for England. Have you any messages 

you would like given to your friends over there ?’ 

‘ None, thank you.’ 

* Well, ta-ta !’ And John was left to his packing. 

That necessary operation concluded, Kenyon sat 

down and thought over what young Longworth had 

told him. His triumph, after all, had been short¬ 

lived. The choice between the two scoundrels was 

so small that he felt he didn’t care which of them 

owned the mine. Meditating on this disagreeable 

subject, he suddenly remembered a request he had 

asked Wentworth to place before the new owner of 

the mine. He wanted no favour from Melville, so he 

wrote a second letter, contradicting the request made 

in the first, and, after posting it, returned to his hotel, 

and went to bed, probably the most tired man in the 

city of Ottawa. 

CHAPTER XXXIX. 

This chapter consists largely of letters. As a general 

rule, letters are of little concern to anyone except the 

writers and the receivers, but they are inserted here in 
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the hope that the reader is already well enough ac¬ 

quainted with the correspondents to feel some interest 

in what they have written. 

It was nearly a fortnight after the receipt of the 

cablegram from Kenyon that George Wentworth 

found, one morning, on his desk two letters, each 

bearing a Canadian postage-stamp. One was some¬ 

what bulky and one was thin, but they were both from 

the same writer. He tore open the thin one first, 

without looking at the date stamped upon it. He 

was a little bewildered by its contents, which ran as 

follows : 

‘ My dear George, 

‘ I have just heard that Melville is the man 

who has bought the mine. The circumstances of the 

case leave no doubt in my mind that such is the fact; 

therefore, please disregard the request I made as to 

employment in the letter I posted to you a short time 

ago. I feel a certain sense of disappointment in the 

fact that Melville is the owner of the mine. It seems 

I have only kept one rascal from buying it in order to 

put it in the hands of another rascal. 

‘ Your friend, 

‘John Kenyon.’ 

‘ Melville the owner!’ cried Wentworth to himself. 

‘What could have put that into John’s head? This 

letter is evidently the one posted a few hours before, 

so it will contain whatever request he has to make 

and, without delay, George Wentworth tore open the 

envelope of the second letter, which was obviously 

the one written first. 
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It contained a number of documents relating to the 

transfer of the mine. The letter from John himself 

went on to give particulars of the buying of the 

property. Then it continued : 

‘ I wish you would do me a favour, George. Will 

you kindly ask the owner of the mine if he will give 

me charge of it ? I am, of course, anxious to make 

it turn out as well as possible, and I believe I can 

more than earn my salary, whatever it is. You know 

I am not grasping in the matter of money, but get me 

as large a salary as you think I deserve. I desire to 

make money for reasons that are not entirely selfish, 

as you know. To tell you the truth, George, I am 

tired of cities and of people. I want to live here in 

the woods, where there is not so much deceit and 

treachery as there seems to be in the big towns. 

When I reached London last time, I felt like a boy 

getting home. My feelings have undergone a complete 

change, and I think, if it were not for you and a 

certain young lady, I should never care to see the big 

city again. What is the use of my affecting mystery, 

and writing the words “ a certain young lady ” ? Of 

course, you know whom I mean—Miss Edith Long- 

worth. You know, also, that I am, and have long 

been, in love with her. If I had succeeded in making 

the money I thought I should by selling the mine, I 

might have had some hopes of making more, and of 

ultimately being in a position to ask her to be my 

wife; but that and very many other hopes have dis¬ 

appeared with my recent London experiences. I want 

to get into the forest and recover some of my lost 

tone, and my lost faith in human nature. If you can 

arrange matters with the owner of the mine, so that 
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I may stay here for a year or two, you will do me a 

great favour.’ 

George Wentworth read over the latter part of this 

letter two or three times. Then he rose, paced the 

floor, and pondered. 

‘It isn’t a thing upon which I can ask anyone’s 

advice,’ he muttered to himself. ‘ The trouble with 

Kenyon is, he is entirely too modest; a little useful 

self-esteem would be just the thing for him.’ At last 

he stopped suddenly in his walk. ‘By JoveP he said 

to himself, slapping his thigh, ‘ I shall do it, let the 

consequences be what they may.’ 

Then he sat down at his desk and wrote a letter. 

‘ Dear Miss Longworth ’ (it began), 

‘ You told me when you were here last that 

you wanted all the documents pertaining to the mine, 

in every instance. A document has come this morning 

that is rather important. John Kenyon, as you will 

learn by reading the letter, desires the managership 

of the mine. I need not say that I think he is the 

best man in the world for the position, and that every¬ 

thing will be safe' in his hands. I therefore enclose 

you his letter. I had some thought of cutting out a 

part of it, but knowing your desire to have all the 

documents in the case, I take the liberty of sending 

this one exactly as it reached me, and if anyone is 

to blame, I am the person. 

‘ I remain, your agent, 

‘ George Wentworth.’ 

He sent this letter out at once, so that he would not 

have a chance to change his mind. 
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* It will reach her this afternoon, and doubtless she 

will call and see me.’ 

It is, perhaps, hardly necessary to say she did not 

call, and she did not see him for many days afterwards; 

but next morning, when he came to his office, he found 

a letter from her. It ran : 

‘ Dear Mr. Wentworth, 

* The sending of Mr. Kenyon’s letter to me 

is a somewhat dangerous precedent, which you must 

on no account follow by sending any letters you 

may receive from any other person to Mr. Kenyon. 

However, as you were probably aware when you 

sent the letter, no blame will rest on your shoulders, 

or on those of anyone else, in this instance. Still, 

be very careful in future, because letter - sending, 

unabridged, is sometimes a risky thing to do. You 

are to remember that I always want all the documents 

in the case, and I want them with nothing eliminated. 

I am very much obliged to you for forwarding the 

letter. 

‘ As to the managership of the mine, of course, I 

thought Mr. Kenyon would desire to come back to 

London. If he is content to stay abroad, and really 

wants to stay there, I wish you would tell him that 

Mr. Smith is exceedingly pleased to know he is willing 

to take charge of the mine. It would not look busi¬ 

nesslike on the part of Mr. Smith to say that Mr. 

Kenyon is to name his own salary, but, unfortunately, 

Mr. Smith is very ignorant as to what a proper salary 

should be, so will you kindly settle that question ? You 

know the usual salary for such an occupation. Please 

write down that figure, and add two hundred a year 
22, 
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to it. Tell Mr. Kenyon the amount named is the salary 

Mr. Smith assigns to him. 
‘ Pray be very careful in the wording of the letters, 

so that Mr. Kenyon will not have any idea who 

Mr. Smith is. 
‘ Yours truly, 

‘ Edith Longworth.’ 

When Wentworth received this letter, being a man, 

he did not know whether Miss Longworth was pleased 

or not. However, he speedily wrote to John, telling 

him that he was appointed manager of the mine, and 

that Mr. Smith was very much pleased to have him in 

that capacity. He named the salary, but said if it was 

not enough, no doubt Mr. Smith was so anxious for his 

services that the amount would be increased. 

John, when he got the letter, was more than satisfied. 

At the time Wentworth was reading his letters, John 

had received those which had been sent when the mine 

was bought. He was relieved to find that Melville was 

not, after all, the owner; and he went to work with a 

will, intending to put in two or three years of his life, 

with hard labour, in developing the resources of the 

property. The first fortnight, before he received any 

letters, he did nothing but make himself acquainted 

with the way work was being carried on there. He 

found many things to improve. The machinery had 

been allowed to run down, and the men worked in the 

listless way men do when they are under no particular 

supervision. The manager of the mine was very 

anxious about his position. John told him the property 

had changed hands, but, until he had further news 

from England, he could not tell just what would be 
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done. When the letters came, John took hold with a 

will, and there was soon a decided improvement in the 

way affairs were going. He allowed the old manager 

to remain as a sort of sub-manager ; but that individual 

soon found that the easy times of the Austrian Mining 

Company were for ever gone. 

Kenyon had to take one or two long trips in Canada 

and the United States, to arrange for the disposal of 

the products of the mine; but, as a general rule, his 

time was spent entirely in the log village near the river. 

When a year had passed, he was able to write a very 

jubilant letter to Wentworth. 

‘ You see,’ he said, ‘ after all, the mine was worth the 

two hundred thousand pounds we asked for it. It pays, 

even the first year, ten per cent, on that amount. This 

will give back all the mine has cost, and I think, 

George, the honest thing for us to do would be to let 

the whole proceeds go to Mr. Smith this year, who 

advanced the money at a critical time. This will 

recoup him for his outlay, because the working capital 

has not been touched. The mica has more than paid 

the working of the mine, and all the rest is clear profit. 

Therefore, if you are willing, we will let our third go this 

year, and then we can take our large dividend next year 

with a clear conscience. I enclose the balance-sheet.’ 

To this letter there came an answer in due time from 

Wentworth, who said that he had placed John’s pro¬ 

posal before Mr. Smith; but it seemed the gentleman 

was so pleased with the profitable investment he had 

made that he would hear of no other division of the 

profits but that of share and share alike. He appeared 

to be very much touched by the offer John had made, and 

respected him for making it, but the proposed rescind- 
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ing on his part and Wentworth’s was a thing not to be 

thought of. This being the case, John sent a letter and 

a very large cheque to his father. The moment of 

posting that letter was, doubtless, one of the happiest 

of his life, and this ends the formidable array of letters 

which appears in this chapter. 

CHAPTER XL. 

Wentworth had written to Kenyon that Mr. Smith 

absolutely refused to take more than one-third of the 

profits of the mine. It was true that the offer had 

been declined, but Wentworth never knew how much 

tempted the Mistress of the Mine had been when he 

made it. Her one great desire was to pay back the 

thirty thousand pounds to her father, and she wanted 

to do it as speedily as possible. At the end of the 

second year her profits from the mine, including the 

return of the five thousand pounds which had been sent 

to Ottawa as working capital, was still about five 

thousand pounds under the thirty thousand pounds. 

She looked forward eagerly to the time when she would 

be able to pay the thirty thousand pounds to her father. 

Old Mr. Longworth had never spoken a word to his 

daughter about the money. She had expected he 

would ask her what she had done with it, but he had 

never mentioned the subject. Her conscience troubled 

her very frequently about the method she had taken to 

obtain that large amount. She saw that her father had 

changed in his manner towards her since that day. He 

had given her the money, but he had given it, as one 

might say, almost under compulsion, and there was no 
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doubt that, generous as he was, he did not like being 

coerced into parting with his money. Edith Longworth 

had paid more for the mine than the amount of cash 

she had deposited in Ottawa. She had paid for it by 

being cut off from her father’s confidence. Now he never 

asked her advice about any of his business ventures, 

and, for the first time in many years, he had taken 

a long sea-voyage without inviting her to accompany 

him. All this made the girl more and more anxious to 

obtain the money to pay back her indebtedness, and, if 

Wentworth had made the same offer at the end of the 

second year which he had made at the close of the 

first, she would have accepted it. The offer, however, 

was not made, and Miss Longworth said nothing, but 

took her share of the profits and put them into the bank. 

The plan of placing all one’s eggs into the same 

basket is a good one—until something happens to the 

basket! It is said that lightning never strikes twice in 

the same place, and, as the small boy remarked, ‘it 

never needed to.’ In Mr. Longworth’s affairs lightning 

struck in three places, and in each of those strokes it 

hit a large basket. A new law had been passed in one 

part of the world that vitally affected great interests 

he held there. In another part of the world, at the 

same time, there occurred a revolution, and every 

business in that country stopped for the time being. 

In still another part of the world there had been a 

commercial crisis; and, in sympathy with all these 

financial disasters, the money market in London was 

exceedingly stringent. 

Everybody wanted to sell, and nobody wished to 

buy. This unfortunate combination of circumstances 

hit old Mr. Longworth hard. It was not that he did not 
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believe all his investments were secure, could he only 

weather the gale, but there was an immediate need of 

ready money which it seemed absolutely impossible to 

obtain. Day by day his daughter saw him ageing per¬ 

ceptibly. She knew worry was the cause of this, and 

she knew the events that were happening in different 

parts of the world must seriously embarrass her father. 

She longed to speak to him about his business, but one 

attempt she made in this direction had been very 

rudely rebuffed, and she was not a woman to tempt a 

second repulse of that kind. So she kept silent, and 

saw with grief the havoc business troubles were 

making with her father’s health. 

‘ The old man,’ said young Longworth, ‘ seems to be 

in a corner.’ 

‘ I do not want you ever again to allude to my father 

as “ the old man ”—remember that!’ cried the girl 

indignantly. 

Young Longworth shrugged his shoulders, and said : 

‘ I don’t think you can insist on my calling him a 

young man much longer. If he isn’t an old man, I 

should like to know who is ?’ 

‘ That doesn’t matter,’ said Edith. ‘You must not 

use such a phrase again in my hearing. What do you 

mean by saying he is in a corner ?’ 

‘ Well,’ returned the young man, * I don’t know much 

about his business. He does not take me into his con¬ 

fidence at all. In fact, the older he grows, the closer he 

gets, and the chances are he will make some very bad 

speculation before long, if he has not done so already. 

That is the way with old men, begging your pardon for 

using the phrase. It is not levelled against your father 

in this instance, but at old men as a class, especially 
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men who have been successful. They seem to resent 

anybody giving them advice.’ 

One day Edith received a telegram, asking her to 

come to the office in the City without delay. She was 

panic-stricken when she read the message, feeling sure 

her father had been stricken down in his office, and was 

probably dying—perhaps dead. She had feared some 

such result for a long time, because of the intense 

anxiety to which he had been subjected, and he was not 

a man who could be counselled to take care of himself 

on the plea that he was getting old. He resented any 

intimation that he was not as good a business man as 

he had ever been, and so it was extremely difficult to 

get him to listen to reason, if anyone had the courage 

to talk reason to him. 

Edith, without a moment’s delay, sprang lightly 

into a hansom, and went to the District Railway 

without waiting for her carriage. From the Mansion 

House Station another cab took her quickly to her 

father’s office. 
She was immensely relieved, as she passed through, 

to see the clerks working as if nothing particular had 

happened. On entering her father’s room, she found 

him pacing up and down the apartment, while her 

cousin sat, apparently absorbed in his own affairs, at 

his desk. Her father was evidently greatly excited. 

‘ Edith,’ he cried the moment she entered, ‘where is 

that money I gave you two years ago ?’ 

‘ It is invested,’ she answered, turning slightly pale. 

Her father laughed—a hoarse, dry laugh. 

‘ Just as I thought,’ he sneered—' put in such shape 

that a person cannot touch a penny of it, I suppose. In 

what is it invested ? I must have that money. 
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‘ How soon do you need it, father ?’ 

‘ I want it just now, at this moment; if I don’t have 

that money I am a ruined man.’ 

‘ This moment, I suppose, means any time to-day, 

before the bank closes ?’ 

Her father looked at her for a moment, then said: 

* Yes, that is what it means.’ 

‘ I will try and get you the money before that time.’ 

‘ My dear girl,’ he said bitterly, ‘ you don’t know what 

you are talking about. If you have that money invested, 

even if your investment is worth three times now what 

it was then, you could not get a penny on it. Don’t you 

know the state of the London money market? Don’t 

you know how close money is? I thought perhaps 

you might have some portion of it yet, not sunk in your 

silly investment, whatever it is. I have never asked 

you what it was. You told me you would tell me, but 

you never have done so. I looked on that money as lost. 

I look on it still as lost. If you can get me a remnant 

of it, it will help me now more than the whole amount, 

or double the amount, would have done at the time I 

gave it to you. What have you done with the money? 

What is it invested in ?’ 

* It is invested in a mine.’ 

* A mine ! Of all things in the world in which to 

sink money, a mine is the worst. Just what a woman 

or a fool would do ! How do you expect to raise money 

on a mine in the present state of the market ? What, 

in the name of wonder, made you put it into a mine ? 

Whose mine did you buy ?’ 

‘ I do not know whose it was, father, but I was willing 

to tell you all I knew at the time you asked me, and 

if you ask me now what mine I bought, I will tell you.’ 
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* Certainly I ask you. What mine did you buy ?’ 

* I bought the mine for which John Kenyon was 
agent.’ 

The moment these words were said, her cousin 

sprang to his feet and glared at her like a man de¬ 

mented. 

‘ You bought that mine-—you ? Then Wentworth 

lied to me. He said a Mr. Smith had given him the 
money.’ 

‘ I am the Mr. Smith, William.’ 

* You are the Mr. Smith ! You are the one who has 

cheated me out of that mine !’ 

‘ My dear cousin, the less we say about cheating, 

the better. I am talking to my father just now, and 

I do not wish to be interrupted. Will you be so kind 

as to leave the room until my interview with him is 

over ?’ 

* So you bought the mica-mine, did you ! Pretending 

to be friendly with me, and knowing all the time that 

you were doing your best to cheat--’ 

‘Come, come!’ interrupted the old gentleman; 

‘ William, none of this. If anyone is to talk roughly 

to Edith, it will be me, not you. Come, sir, leave the 

room, as she has asked you to do. Now, my daughter,’ 

he continued, in a much milder tone of voice, after 

young Longworth had left the office, ‘have you any 

ready money ? It is no use saying the mine is worth 

a hundred thousand pounds, or a million, just now, 

if you haven’t the ready money. Edith, my child,’ he 

cried, ‘ sit down with me a moment, and I will explain 

the whole situation to you. It seems to me that ever 

since I stopped consulting you things have gone 

wrong. Perhaps, even if you have the money, it is 
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better not to risk it just now; but one pound will do 

what two pounds will not do a year hence, or perhaps 

six months from now, when this panic is over.’ 

Edith sat down beside her father and heard from 

him exactly how things stood. Then she said : 

‘ All you really need is about fifteen thousand 

pounds ?’ 

‘ Yes, that would do ; I’m sure that would carry me 

over. Can you get it for me, my child ?’ 

‘ Yes, and more. I will try to get you the whole 

amount. Wait for me here twenty minutes or half an 

hour.’ 

George Wentworth was very much surprised when 

he saw Edith Longworth enter his office. It had been 

many months since she was there before, and he 

cordially held out his hand to the girl. 

‘ Mr. Wentworth,’ she began at once, ‘have you any 

of the money the mica-mine has brought you ?’ 

‘ Yes. I invested the first year’s proceeds, but, since 

I got the last amount, things have been so shaky in 

the City that it is still at the bank.’ 

‘ Will you lend me—can you lend me five thousand 

pounds of it ?’ 

* Of course I can, and will; and very glad I am to 

get the chance of doing so.’ 

‘ Then, please write me out a cheque for it at once, 

and whatever papers you want as security, make them 

out, and I will see that you are secured.’ 

‘ Look here, Miss Longworth,’ said the young man, 

placing his hands on his hips and gazing at her, ‘ do 

you mean to insult me ? Do you not know that the 

reason I am able to write out a cheque for five thousand 

pounds, that will be honoured, is entirely because you 
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trusted your money to me and Kenyon without 

security ? Do you think I want security? Take back 

the word, Miss Longworth.’ 

* I will—I will,’ she said ; ‘but I am in a great hurry. 

Please write me out the cheque, for I must have it 

before the bank closes.’ 

The cheque was promptly written out and handed to 

her. 

‘ I am afraid,’ she said, ‘ I am not very polite to-day, 

and rather abrupt; but I will make up for it some 

other time.’ 

And so, bidding the young man good-bye, she drove 

to the bank, deposited the cheque, drew her own for 

thirty thousand pounds, and carried it to her father. 

* There,’ she said, ‘is thirty thousand pounds, and I 

still own the mine, or, at least, part of it. All the 

money is made from the cheque you gave me, or, rather, 

two-thirds of it, because one-third was never touched. 

Now, it seems to me, father, that, if I am a good 

enough business woman to more than double my money 

in two years, I am a good enough business woman to 

be consulted by my father whenever he needs a con¬ 

fidant. My dear father, I want to take some of the 

burden off your shoulders.’ 

There were tears in her father’s eyes as he put his 

arm round her waist and whispered to her : 

* There is no one in all London like you, my dear 

—no one, no one. I’ll have no more secrets from you, 

my own brave girl.’ 
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CHAPTER XLI. 

Kenyon’s luck, as he said to himself, had turned. 

The second year was even more prosperous than the 

first, and the third as successful as the second. He 

had a steady market for his mineral, and, besides, he 

had the great advantage of knowing the rogues to 

avoid. Some new swindles he had encountered during 

his first year’s experience had taught him lessons that 

he profited by in the second and third. He liked his 

home in the wilderness, and he liked the rough people 

amongst whom he found himself. 

Notwithstanding his renunciation of London, how¬ 

ever, there would now and then come upon him a 

yearning for the big city, and he promised himself a 

trip there at the end of the third year. Wentworth had 

been threatening month after month to come out and 

see him, but something had always interfered. 

Taking it all in all, John liked it better in the winter 

than in the summer, in spite of the extreme cold. The 

cold was steady and could be depended upon; more¬ 

over, it was healthful and invigorating. In summer, 

John never quite became accustomed to the ravages of 

the black fly, the mosquito, and other insect pests o 

that region. His first interview with the black fly left 

his face in such a condition that he was glad he lived 

in a wilderness. 

At the beginning of the second winter John treated 

himself to a luxury. He bought a natty little Fi'encb 

Canadian horse that was very quick and accustomed 

to the ice of the river, which formed the highway by 

which he reached Burntpine from the mine in the cold 

season. To supplement the horse, he also got a com- 
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fortable little cutter, and with this turn-out he made his 

frequent journeys between the mine and Burntpine with 

comfort and speed, wrapped snugly in buffalo robes. 

If London often reverted to his mind, there was 

another subject that obtruded itself even more fre¬ 

quently. His increased prosperity had something to 

do with this. He saw that, if he was to have a third 

of the receipts of the mine, he was not to remain a 

poor man for very long, and this fact gave him a 

certain courage which had been lacking before. He 

wondered if she remembered him. Wentworth had 

said very little about her when he wrote, for his letters 

were largely devoted to enthusiastic eulogies of Jennie 

Brewster, and Kenyon, in spite of the confession he had 

made when his case seemed hopeless, was loath to 

write and ask his friend anything about Edith. 

One day, on a clear sharp frosty winter morning, 

Kenyon had his little pony harnessed for his weekly 

journey to Burntpine. After the rougher part of the 

road between the mine and the river had been left be¬ 

hind, and the pony got down to her work on the ice, 

with the two white banks of snow on either side of the 

smooth track, John gave himself up to thinking about 

the subject which now so often engrossed his mind. 

Wrapped closely in his furs, with the cutter skimming 

along the ice, these thoughts found a pleasant accom¬ 

paniment in the silvery tinkle of the bells which jingled 

around his horse’s neck. As a general thing, he met 

no one on the icy road from the mine to the village. 

Sometimes there was a procession of sleighs bearing 

supplies for his own mine and those beyond, and when 

this procession was seen, Kenyon had to look out for 

some place by the side of the track where he could pull 
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up his horse and cutter and allow the teams to pass* 

The snow on each side of the cutting was so deep that 

these bays were shovelled out here and there to permit 

teams to get past each other. He had gone halfway 

to the village, when he saw ahead of him a pair of 

horses which he at once recognised as those belonging 

to the hotel-keeper. He drew up in the first bay and 

awaited the approach of the sleigh. He saw that it 

contained visitors for himself, because the driver, on 

recognising him, had turned round and spoken to the 

occupants of the vehicle. As it came along, the man 

drew up and nodded to Kenyon, who, although ordi¬ 

narily the most polite of men, did not return the 

salutation. He was stricken dumb with astonishment 

on seeing who was in the sleigh. One woman was so 

bundled up that not even her nose appeared out in the 

cold, but the smiling rosy face of the other needed no 

introduction to John Kenyon. 

* Well, Mr. Kenyon,’ cried a laughing voice, ‘ you did 

not expect to see me this morning, did you ?’ 

‘ I confess I did not,’ said John, ‘ and yet-’ Here 

he paused ; he was going to say, * and yet I was think¬ 

ing of you,’ but he checked himself. 

Miss Longworth, who had a talent for reading the 

unspoken thoughts of John Kenyon, probably did not 

need to be told the end of the sentence. 

‘ Are you going to the village ?’ she asked. 

‘ I was going: I am not going now.5 

‘ That’s right. I was just about to invite you to turn 

round with us. You see, we are on our way to look at 

the mine, and, I suppose, we shall have to obtain the 

consent of the manager before we can do so.’ 

Miss Longworth’s companion had emerged for a 

moment from her wraps and looked at John, but in- 
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stantly retired among the furs again with a shiver. 

She was not so young as her companion, and she con¬ 

sidered this the most frightful climate she had ever 

encountered. 

‘ Now,’ said John, ‘ although your sleigh is very com¬ 

fortable, I think this cutter of mine is even more so. 

It is intended for two ; won’t you step out of the sleigh 

into the cutter ? Then, if the driver will move on, I 

can turn, and we will follow the sleigh.’ 

‘ I shall be delighted to do so/ said the young 

woman, shaking herself free from the buffalo robe, and 

stepping lightly from the sleigh into the cutter, pausing, 

however, for a moment, before she did so, to put her 

own wraps over her companion. John tucked her in 

beside himself, and, as the sleigh jingled on, he slowly 

turned his pony round into the road again. 

‘ I have got a pretty fast pony,’ he said, ‘ but I think 

we will let them drive on ahead. It irritates this little 

horse to see anything in front of it.’ 

‘ Then we can make up speed,’ said Edith, ‘ and catch 

them before they get to the mine. Is it far from here ?’ 

‘ No, not very far; at least, it doesn’t take long to 

get there with a smart horse.’ 

* I have enjoyed this experience ever so much,’ she 

said; ‘you see, my father had to come to Montreal on 

business, so I came with him, as usual, and, being 

there, I thought I would run up here and see the mine. 

I wanted,’ she continued, looking at the other side of 

the cutter and trailing her well-gloved fingers in the 

snow—‘ I wanted to know personally whether my 

manager was conducting my property in the way it 

ought to be conducted, notwithstanding the very 

satisfactory balance-sheets he sends.’ 

‘ Your property!’ exclaimed John, in amazement. 
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‘ Certainly. You didn’t know that, did you ?’ she 

replied, looking for a moment at him, and then away 

from him. ‘ I call myself the Mistress of the Mine.’ 

‘ Then you are—you are-’ 

‘ Mr. Smith,’ said the girl, coming to his rescue. 

There was a moment’s pause, and the next words 

John said were not at all what she expected. 

* Take your hand out of the snow,’ he commanded, 

‘ and put it in under the buffalo robe; you have no 

idea how cold it is here, and your hand will be frozen 

in a moment.’ 

‘ Really,’ said the girl, ‘ an employe must not talk 

to his employer in that tone ! My hand is my own, is 

it not ?’ 

£ I hope it is,’ said John, ‘because I want to ask you 

for it.’ 

For answer, Miss Edith Longworth placed her hand 
in his. 

Actions speak louder than words. The sleigh was 

far in advance, and there were no witnesses on the 

white-topped hills. 

‘Were you astonished?’ she said, ‘when I told you 

that I owned the mine ?’ 

‘Very much so indeed. Were you astonished when 

I told you I wished to own the owner of the mine ?’ 

‘Not in the slightest.’ 

‘ Why V 

‘ Because your treacherous friend Wentworth sent 

me your letter applying for a situation. You got the 

situation, didn’t you, John ?’ 

THE END. 
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B A RDSLEY (Re\\ C. W.).— 
English Surnames: Their Sources 

and tSgnificatiens. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 

BARGAIN BOOK (The). By C. E. 
Jbrningham and Lewis Bettany. With 
9 Illustrations and 9 Tabular Charts. 
Demy Svo, cloth, 7j. 6d. net. 

BAR1NG-G0ULD(S.), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s, each ; POPULAR 
Editions, medium 8vo, 6d. each. 

Red Spider. I Eve. 

BARKER (ELSA).—The Son of 
Mary Bethel. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

BARR (AMELIA E.).—Love will 
Venture in. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. , 
Cheap Edition, cloth, is. net. 

BARR (ROBERT), Stories byT 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

In a Steamer Chair. With 2 Illusts. 
From Whose Bourne, &c. With 47 

Illustrations by Hal Hurst and others. 
Revenge! With r2 Illustrations by 

Lancelot Speed and others. 
A Woman Intervenes. 
A Prince of Good Fellows. With 

15 Illustrations by E. J. Sullivan. 
The Unchanging East. 
The Speculations of John Steele. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.; POPULAR 
Edition, medium 8vo, 6d. 
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BARRETT (FRANK), Novels by. 
Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. ea.;cl., 2j. 6d. ea. 

The Sin of Olga Zassoulich. 
Little Lady Linton. 
John Ford; and His Helpmate. 
A Recoiling Vengeance. 
Honest Davie. | Lieut. Barnabas. 
Cr. Svo, cloth, 3.1. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illust. 

boards, as. each ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 
Found Guilty. 
For Love and Honour. 
Between Life and Death. 
Fettered for Life. 
A Missing Witness. With 8 Illusts. 
The Woman of the Iron Bracelets. 
The Harding Scandal. 
A Prodigal’s Progress. 
Folly Morrison. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 31. 6d. each. 
Under a Strange Mash. With 19 

Illustrations by E. F. Brewtnall. 
Was She Justified? 
Lady Judas. 
The Error of Her Ways. 
The Obliging Husband. With Col¬ 

oured Frontispiece. 
Perfidious Lydia. With Frontispiece 

by Dudley Tennant. 

Fettered for Life. Popular Edition. 
medium Svs. 6d. _ 

BARRINGTON (A1 ICHAhL, 
Novels by. 

The Knight of the Golden Sword. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 

The Lady of Tripoli. With Illus¬ 
trations. Crown 8vo, buckram gilt, 55. 

B ASKER VT L L E (JOHN): A 
Memoir. By Ralph Straus and R. K. 
Dent. With 13 Plates. Large quarto, 
buckram, 2lr, net__ 

BATH7rfie) in Diseases of the 
Skin, fey J. L. Milton. Post Svo, is. ; 
cloth, is. 6d._ 

BEACQNSFIELD, LORD. ByT. 
P. O’CONNOR, M.P. Crown Svo.cloth. 5s. 

BEARD 1J0H N), ~D.Sc. — The 
Enzyme Treatment of Cancer. 
With Illusts. Demv Svo, cl., 7s. bd. net 

BENNETT (ARNOLD), Novels 
by. Crown Svo, cloth. 3s. bd. each. 

Leonora. I A Great Man. 
Teresa of Watling Street. With 8 

Illustrations by Frank Gillett. 
Tales of the Five Towns. | Hugo. 
Sacred and Profane Love. 
Anna of the Five Towns. 
The Gates of Wrath. 
The Ghost. I The City of Pleasure. 
The Grand Babylon Hotel. 
Sacred and Profane Love. Cheap 

Edition, crown Svo, is. net. 

Popular EivmoNsTmedium Svo. 6d each. 

The Grand Babylon Hotol, 
The Citv of Pleasure._ 

BENNETT (W. C.).—Songs for 
Sailors. Post Svo, cloth. 2s. 

3 

BESANT and RICE, Novels by, 
Cr. Svo, cloth, 3r. bd. each ; post Svo. 
illust. bds. 25. each ; cl. limp, 2s. bd. each) 

Ready-Money Mortlboy. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
My Little Girl. 
with Harp and Crown. 
This Son of Vulcan. 
The Monks of Thelema. 
By Celia'B Arbour. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet 
The Seamy Side. 
The Case of Mr. Lucraft. 
'Twas in Trafalgar’s Bay. 
The Ten Years’ Tenant. 

BESANT (Sir WALTER), 
Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. bd. 
each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2.s. 
each ; cloth limp, 2r. bd. each. 

All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
With 12 Illustrations by Fred. Barnard. 

The Captains’ Room, &c. 
All In a Garden Fair. With 6 Illus¬ 

trations bv Harry Fuentss. 
Dorothy Forster. With Frontispiece. 
Uncle Jack, and other Stories. 
Children of Gibeon. 
The World Went Very Well Then. 

With 12 Illustrations by A. FORES'rtER. 
Herr Pauluc. 
The Ball of St. Paul’s. 
For Faith and Freedom. With 

Illusts. bv A. Forestiek and F. Waddy. 
To Call liar Mine, &e. With 9 Illusts. 
The Holy Rose, See. With Frontispiece. 
Armorel of Lyocesse. With 12 Illusts. 
St. Katherine’s by the Tower. 

With 12 Illustrations bv C. Green. 
Verbena Camellia Stophanotis. 
The Ivory Gate. 
The Rebel Queen. 
Beyond the Dreams of Avarice 

With 12 Illustrations by W. H. Hyde. 
In Deacon's Orders, &c. With Fronds. 
The Revolt of Man. 
The Master Craftsman. 
The City of Refuge._ 

Crown 8vo. cloth 3s. bd. each. 
A Fountain Sealed. 
The Changeling. 
The Fourth Generation. 
The Orange Girl. With 8 Illustration* 

by F. Pegram. 
The Alabaster Box. 
The Lady of Lynn. With 12 Illustra¬ 

tions by G. Demain-Hammond. 
No Other Waiy. With 12 Illustrations_ 

Crown gvo. picture cloth, flat back, 2S each. 
St. Katherine’s by the Tower. 
The Rebel Queen. 

Fine Paper Editions, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt. 
2r. net each ; leather, gilt, 3s. net each. 

London. 
Westminster. 
Jerusalem. (In collaboration with Prof. 

E. H. Palmer 1 
Sir Richard Whittington. 
Caspard de Coligny. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 



BESANT (Sir Walter) —continued. 
Cheap Editions, cr. 8vo, cloth, is. net each. 

(The Alabaster Box. 
Verbena Camellia Stephanotls. 
Popular Editions, medium 8vo, 6d. each 
All Sorts and Conditions of Mem. 
(The Golden Butterfly. 
Ready-Money Mortiboy. 
By Celia’s Arbour. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 
The Monks of Thelema. 
The Orange Girl. 
For Faith and Freedom. 
Children of Gibeon. 
Dorothy Forster. | No Other Way. 
Armorel of Lyonesse. 

Demy 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. each. 
London. With 125 Illustrations. 
Westminster. With Etching by F. S. 

.Walker, and 130 Illustrations. 
South London. With Etching by F. S. 

Walker, and 118 illustrations. 
Bast London. With Etching by F. S. 

Walker, and 56 Illustrations by Phil 
May, L. Raven Hill, and J. Pennell. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
Fifty Years Ago. With 144 Illusts. 
The Charm, and other Drawing-room 

Plays. 50 Ulus, by Chris Hammond, &c. 

St. Katherine’s by the Tower. 
Cheap Edition, picture cover, 14. net. 

The Eulogy of Richard Jefferies. 
With Portrait. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s. 

Art of Fiction. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, is.net. 

BIBLIOTHECA ROMANICA: A 
series of the Classics of the Romance 
Languages; the Original Text, with, 
where necessary, Notes in the Text lan¬ 
guage. Small 8vo, single parts, 8d. net 
per vol.; cloth, single parts, is. net per 
voh Where two or more units are bound 
in one volume the price in wrapper re¬ 
mains 8d. per unit, i.e.. two cost is. e,d.; 
three cost 24.; four cost 24. 8d. In cloth 
the additional cost is 4d. for the first, and 
id. for each succeeding unit : i.e., one 
unit costs ir. ; two cost 14. 9d.; three 
24. 6d.\ four 34. 3d. 

1. Moliere: I.e Misanthrope. 
2. Moliere: I.es Femmes savantes. 
3. Corneille: Le Cid. [thode. 
4. Descartes: Discours de la me- 

5-6. Dante: Divina Commedia I. : 
Inferno. 

7. Boccaccio: Decameron: Prima 
giornata. 

8. Calderon: La vida es sueno. 
9. Restif de la Bretonne: L'an 

2000. 

10. Camoes: OsLusiadas: Canto I., II 
11. Racine: Athaile. 

12-15. Petrarca : Rerum vulgarium 
fragmecta. [Purgatorio. 

16-17. Dante: Divina Commedia II.: 
18-20. Tillier: Mon onde Benjamin. 
21-22. Boccaccio: Decameron : Seconda 

giornata. 
23-24. Beaumarchais: Le Barbier de 

Seville. 

BIBLIOTHECA ROMANICA—continued. 

25. Camoes: OsLusiadas : Canto III., 
IV. 

26-28. Alfred de Musset: Comedies et 
Proverbes 

29. Corneille: Horace. 
30-31. Dante: Divina Commedia III.: 

Paradiso. 
32-34. Prevost: Manon Lescaut. 
35-36. GSuvras de Francois Yillon 
37-39. Guillem de Castro: Las Moce- 

dades del Cid, I„ II. 
40. Dante: La Vita Jiuova. 

41-44. Cervantes: sNovelas ejemplares. 

45. Camoes: Os Lusiadas: Canto V., 
VI., VII. 

46. Molifere: L’Avare. 
47. Petrarca: I Trionfi. [giornata. 

4S-49. Boccaccio: Decameron: Terra 
50. Corneille: Cinna. 

51-52 Camoes : Os Lusiadas : Canto VIII., 
IX., X. 

53-54 La Chanson de Roland. 
55-58 Alfred de Musset: Premieres 

PoCsies. 
59. Boccaccio: Decameron : Quarta 

giornata. 
60-61. Maistre Pierre Pathelin: 

Farce du XV® siecle. 
62-63. Giacomo Leopardi : Canti. 
64-65. Chateaubriand: Atala. 

66. Boccaccio : Decameron, Quinta 
giornata. 

67-70. Blaise Pascal: Les Provinciales. 

BIERCE (AMBROSE).—In the 
Midst of Life. Crown 8vo, cloth, 34. (id.; 
p. 8vo, bds., 24.; cr. 8vo, pic. cov. 14. net. 

BINDLOSS (HAROLD), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, doth, 34. 6d. each. 

The Concession-hunters. 
The Mistress of Bonaventure. 
Daventry’s Daughter. 
A Sower of Wheat. 
Alnslle’s Ju-ju. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

3s. 6d. : picture doth, fiat back. 24. 

BLAKE WILLIAM): A Critical 
Study by A. C. Swinburne. With a 
Portrait. Crown 8vo, buckram, 64. net. 

The Marriage of Heaven and 
Hell, and A Song of Liberty. With 
Introduction by F. G. Stokes. A Flor¬ 

ence Press Book, 9et in Florence Type. 
Cr. 8vo, hand-made paper, quarter-parch- 
ment, 34, 6d. net. ; parchment, 54. net. 

BOCCACCIO.—The Decameron. 
With a Portrait. Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt 
top. 2s. net ; leather, gilt edges, net. 

BODKIN (McD., K.C.) — Shil- 
lelagh and Shamrock. Crown 
8v», cloth. 3j. 6d. 

BORDEAlJX~(HENRI). — The 
Parting of the Ways. Translated by 
Louise s. Houghton. Cr. 8vo. cl., 64.' 

feOftENlUS (TANCRED).—The 
Painters of Vicenza. With 15 full- 
page Plates. Demy 8vo„ cloth, 74.61 i. net. 

CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 
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BOSSES AND CORBELS OF 
EXETER CATHEDRAL. By E. K. 
Phidf.aux and G, R. Holt Shafto. 

With Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth, 
7s. 6d. net. 

BOURGET (PAUL).—A Living 
Lie. Translated by John Dk Villiers. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d.; CHEAP 
_Edition, picture cover. 1.9. net. 

BOYLE (E.), Works by. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Chronicles of No-Man’s Land. 
Savage Life. 

BRAND (JOHN).—Observations 
on Popular Antiquities. With the 
Additions of Sir Henry Ellis. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. 

BRAYSHAW (J. DODSWORTH). 
—Slum Silhouettes : Stories of London 
Life. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

BREWER’S (Rev. Dr.) Diction¬ 
aries. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each. 

TheKeader’sHandfoook of Famous 
Names in Fiction. Allusions, 
References, Proverbs, Plots, 
Stories, and Poobs. 

A Dictionary of Miracles : Imitative, 
Realistic, and Dogmatic. 

BREWSTER (.Sir DAVID), 
Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 4$. 6d. each. 

More Worlds than One: Creed of 
. Philosopher, Hope of Christian. Plates. 

The Martyrs of Science: Galileo, 
Tycho Brahe, and Kepler. 

Letters on Natural Magic. With 
numerous Illustrations. 

BRIDGE CATECHISM. By R. 
H. Brydges. Pcap. Svq, cloth, 2s. 6d. net. 

BRIDGE (J. S. C.).—From Island 
to Empire: A Histoiy of theBxpansionof 
England by Force of Arms. With Intro¬ 
duction byAdm.SirCYPRiAN Bridge,Maps 
and Plans. Large crown 8$o,cloth,65.net. 

BRIGHT (FLORENCE).—A Giri 
Capitalist. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. 

BROWNING’S (ROBT.) POEmIT 
Large fcap. 4to, cloth, 6s. net each ; Large 

Paper Edition, parchment, 12s. 6d. net 
each.—Also anEdition in the St.Martin’s 

Library, post 8vo, cloth, 2s. net each; 
leather, 3 s. net each. 

Pipna Passes; and Men and 
Women. With 10 Plates in Colour 
after E. Fortescue Brickdale. 

Dramatis Personae; and Dramatic 
Romances and Lyrics. With 10 
Plates in Colour after E. F. Bricedale. 

BRYDEN (H. A.).—An Exiled 
Scot. With Frontispiece by J. S. 
Crompton, R.I. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

BRYDGES (HAROLD). — Uncle 
5am at Home. With 91 Musts. Post 
8vo. illust. boards. 2.t. : cloth limD. 2s.6d.: 

BUCHANAN (ROBERT), Poems 
and Novels by. 

The Complete. Poetical Works of 
Robert Buchanan. 2 Vols„ crown 
8vo, buckram, with Portrait Frontispiece 
to each volume. 12s. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo. 
illustrated boards, 2?. each. 

The Shadow of the Bmrord. 
A Child of Nature. 
God and the Man. With 11 Illustra¬ 

tions by F. Barnard. 
Lady Kilpatrick. 
The Martyrdom of Madeline. 
Love Ma for Ever. 
Annan Water. | Foxglove Manor. 
The New Abelard. | Rachel Don* *. 
Matt: A Story of a Caravan. 
The Master of the Mine. 
The Heir of Linne. 
Woman and the Man. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
Red and White Heather. 
Andromeda._ 

Popular Editions, medium Svo, 6d, each. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 
God and the Mats. ■ 
Foxglove Manor. 

The Shadow of the Sword. Large 
Type, Fine Paper Edition. Pott Svo. 
cloth, gilt top, 2s. net; leather,gilt edges, 
3j. net. 

The Charlatan. By Robert Buchanan 
and Henry Murray. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
with Frontispiece by T. H. Robinson, 
3.?. (id.; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

BURTON (ROBERT). — The 
Anatomy of Melancholy. With a 
Photogravure Frontispiece. Demy 8vo, 
cloth, 75. 6d.__ 

CAINE (HALL), Novels by. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, 

illustrated boards. 2.?. each ; cloth limp, 
2s. (id. each. 

The Shadow of a Crime. 
A Son of Hagar. | The Deemster. 
Also Library Editions of the three novels, 

crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each ; Cheap Popu¬ 
lar Editions, medium Svo,portrait cover, 
6d. each ; and the Fine Paper Edition 
of The Deemster, pott 8vo, cloth, 
gilt top, 2s.net ; leather, gilt edges, 3s. net. 

CAMERON (V. LOVETT).-The 
Cruise of the ‘Black Prince’ 
Privateer. Cr. Svo, cloth, with 2 Illus¬ 
trations by P. Macnab, 3j. 6d. ; post 8vo, 
picture boards, 2s._ 

CAMPBELL Ja. GODRIC). — 
Fleur- de- Camp : a Daughter of 
France. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 

CANZIANI (ESTELLA).—Cos- 
tumes, Traditions, and Songs of 
Savoy. With 50 Illustrations in Colour, 
and many in Line, by the Author, llemy 
*to. cloth. 2i.t. net. 
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CARLYLE (THOMAS).—On the 
Choice of Books. Post Svo, cloth, is.6d. 

CARROLL (LEWIS). Books by. 
Alice in Wonderland. With 12 

Coloured and many Line Illustrations by 
Millicent Sowerby. Large crown 8vo, 

cloth gilt, 3s. 6d. net. 
Feeding the Mind. With a Preface 

by W. H. Draper. Post Svo, boards, 
is. net; leather, 2t. net. 

CARRUTH (HAYDEN).—The Ad- 
ventures of Jones. With 17 Illusts. 
Fcap. Svo, picture cover, is. ; cloth, is. M. 

CASTELLANE (MARQUIS DE)- 
— Men and Things of My Time- 
Translated by A. Teixkira de Mattos- 

With 13 Portraits. Demv 8vo, cl., 6s. net. 

CHAPMAN’S (GEORGE) Works. 
Vol. I., Plays Complete, including the 
Doubtful Ones.—Vol. II., Poems and 
Minor Translations, with Essay by A, C. 
Swinburne—Vol. III., Translations of 
the Iliad and Odyssey. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo, cloth, 3.9. 6d. each. 

CHATFIELD-TAYLOR (H. C.).— 
Fame’s Pathway. Cr. 8vo.. cloth, 6s. 

CHAUCER for Children: A Gol¬ 
den Key. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. With 
8 Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. 
Crown 4to, cloth, 31. 6d. 

Chaucer for Schools. With the Story 
of his Times and his Work. By Mrs. 
H. R. Haweis. Demy 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

The Prologue to the Canterbury 
Tales. Printed in black-letter upon 
hand-made paper. With Illustrations by 
Ambrose Dudley. Reap. 4(0, decorated 
cloth, red top, 2s. 6d. net. 

CHESNEY (WEATHERBY), 
Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3,. 6d. 
each. 

The Cable-man. 
The Romance of a Queen. 
The Claimant. 

CHESS, The Laws and Practice 
of; with an Analysis of the Openings. 
By Howard Staunton. Ediied by 
R. B. WoRMALD. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. 

The Minor Tactlos of Chess : A 
Treatise on the Deployment of the 
Forces in obedience to Strategic Principle 
By F. K. Youno and E. C. Howell. 

Long fcap Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

The Hastings Chess Tournament. 
The Authorised Account ot the 230 Games 
played Aug.-Sept., 1895. With Annota¬ 
tions by Pillsbury, Lasker, Tarrasch, 

Steinitz, Schiffkrs, Teichmann, Bar- 
DELEBEN, BLACKBURNS, GUNSBERO, 

Tinsley, Mason, and Albin ; Biographn 
cal Sketches, and 21 Portraits. Edited by 
H. F. Cheshire. Crown 8vo, cloth, js. 

CLARE (AUSTIN), Stories by. 
By the Rise of the River. Crown 

8vo, cloth. 3J. 6d._ 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. £ 
The Tideway. 
Randal of Randalholme._ 

CLAYTON (MARGARET),Books 
for Children by. 

Camping in the Forest. With 12 
Coloured Illusts., and many in Line, by 
the Author. Fcap 4to, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 

Amabel and Crispin. With many 
I lustrations. Demy 8vo. cloth. 3.5. 6d. r.et. 

CLIVh (Mrs. ARCHER), Novels 
by. Post 8vo, cl, 3s. 6d. ea ; bds, 2s. ea. 

Paul Ferroll. 
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife. 

CLODD (EDWARD). — Myths 
and Dreams. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

COLLINS (J. CH LJRTON, MJiJ. 
— Jonathan Swift. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s, 6d. 

COLLINS (MORTIMER and 
FRANCES), Novels by. Cr.Svo, cl., 
3s. 6d. each: post Svo, illustd. bds.. 2s. each. 

From Midnight to Midnight. 
You Play me False. 
Blacksmith and Scholar. 
The Village Comedy. | Frances. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Transmigration. 
A Fight with Fortune. 
Sweet Anne Page. 
Sweet and Twenty._ 

COLLINS (WILKIE), Novels by. 
Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. each : post 8vo, picture 
boards, 2s. each ; cl. limp. 2s. 6d. each. 

Antonina. | Basil I HldeandSeek 
The Woman in White. 
The Moonstone. | Man and Wife. 
The Dead Secret. | After Dark. 
The Queen of Hearts. 
No Name I My Miscellanies. 
Armadale. | Poor Miss Finoh. 
Miss or Mrs ? I The Black Robe. 
The New Magdalen. 
Frozen Deep. | A Rogue’s Life. 
The Law and the Lady. 
The Two Destinies. 
The Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel’s Daughter. 
Heart and Science. | “I Say No.” 
The Evil Genius. | Little Novels. 
The Legacy of Cain, | Blind Love. 
Popular Editions, medium 8vo, 6d. each. 

Antonina. 1 Blind Love. 
The Woman in White. 
The Law and the Lady. 
Moonstone. | The New Magdalen. 
The Dead Secret. I No Name. 
Man and Wife | Armadale. 
The Haunted Hotel. 
The Woman in White. Large Type, 

Fine Paper Edition. Pott 8vo, cloth, 
gill lop. 2s.net ; leather, gilt edges, 3s. net. 

The Frozen Deep. Large Type Edit. 
Fcap. Svo, cloth, is. net. 
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COBBAN (J. MAC LA REN), 
Novels by. 

The Cure of Souls. Post 8vo, illus¬ 
trated boards, 2s. 

The Red Sultan. Crown 8vo, cloth 
3s. 6d. ; post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2.5. 

The Burden of Isabel. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3*. 6d. 

COLOUR-BOOKS: Topographi¬ 
cal. Large fcap.4to, cloth, 2cs.net each. 

‘The Face of China. Written and 
Illus. m Colour and Line by E. G. Kemp. 

*Tho Colour of Rome. By Olave 
M. Potter. With Introduction by 
Douglas Sladen, and Illustrations in 3 
Colours and Sepia by Yoshio MARKING. 

•The Colour of London. By W. J. 
Loftie, F.S.A. Introduction by M. H. 
Spielmann, F.S.A.,-and Illustrations in 
Three Colours by Yoshio MARKINO. 

•The Colour of Paris. By MM. les 
Acad£miciens Goncourt. Edited by 
Lucikn Descaves. With Introduclionby 
L. B£n£dite. Translated by M. D. Frost. 

Illustrated in Three Colours and Sepia, 
with an Essay, by Y'oshio Markino. 

Devon: its Moorlands, Streams, 
and Coasts. By Lady Rosalind 

Northcote. With Illustrations in Three 
Colours by F. J. Widgery. 

*»* Special Copies on pure rag paper of 
those marked * may be had. 

From the Thames to the Seine. 
By Charles Pears. With 40 Illusts. 

in Three Colours and Monochrome. Lge. 
leap. 4to, cloth, I2f. 6d. net. 

Oxford from Within. By Hugh de 
SfcLlNCOURT. With a Note and 20 Illusts, 
in Colour and Monochrome by YOSHIO 

Markino. Demy 8vo, cloth, ys. 6d. net.; 

parchment, 154. net. 

A Japanese Artist in London. By 
Yoshio Markino. With 8 Coloured 
and 4 Monochrome Plates. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 6s. net. 

In the Abruzzl : The Country and the 
People. By Anne Macdonell. With 
12 Illustrations in Three Colours bv AMY 
Atkinson. Large crown 8vo, cl., 6s. net. 

The Barbarians of Morocco. By 
Count Sternberg. With 12 Illusts. in 
Three Colours by DOUGLAS Fox Pitt, 

R.I. Large crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 

The Face of Manchuria, Korea, 
and Russian Turkestan. Written 
and Illustrated by E. G. Kemp. With 24 
Plates in Colour and Monochrome. 
Large fcap. 4to, cloth, 7s. 6d. net. 

COLQUHOUN (M. J.).—Every 
Inch a Soldier. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3s. 6d.: post 8vo, Illustrated boards. 2s. 

COLT-BREAKING, Hints on. By 
W. M. Hutchison. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3.5. 6d. 

COLTON (ARTHUR). — The 
Belted Seas. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

CGLVILL (HELEN H.).—The 
_Incubus. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s._ 

COMPENSATION ACT (THE), 
1906: Who pays, to whom, to 
what, and when it is applicable. 
By A. Clement Edwards, M.P. Crown 
8vo, is net; cloth, is. 6d. net. 

COM PTON (HERBE RT), Novels by. 
The Inimitable Mrs, Massing- 

ham. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.; Popu¬ 

lar Edition, medium 8vo, 6d. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
The Wilful Way 
The Queen can do no Wrong. 
To Defeat the Ends of Justice. 

COOPER (E. H.), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

Geoffory Hamilton. 
The Marquis and Pamela. 

CORNISH (J. F.).-^Sour Grapes. 
Crown 8vo. cloth, 6.?. 

C O R N W A L L.— Popular 
Romances of the West of England : 
The Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions 
of Old Cornwall. Collected by Robert 

Hunt, F.R.S. With two Plates by 
George Cruikshank. Cr.8vo, cl,, 7s.6d. 

CRADDOCK (C. EGBERT), by. 
The Prophet of the Great Smoky 

Mountains. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3r. 6d.\ 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Crown 8vn. clolh, 3s. 6d. each. 
His Vanished Star I The Windfall. 

CRESSWELL (HENRY). — A 
Lady of Misrule. Crown 8vn. cloth. 65. 

CRIM (MATT).— Adventurls~of 
a Fair Rebel. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd.: 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2j. 

CROCKETTlS. R.) and others.— 
Tales of our Coast. By S. R. 
Crockett, Gilbert Parker, Harold 

Frederic, ‘Q..'and W. Clark Russell. 

With 13 Illustrations by Frank Brang- 
WYN. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. 6d 

CROKER (Mrs. B. M.), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each’ 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; 
cloth limp, 2s, 6d. each. 

Pretty Miss Keville. 
A Bird of Passage. | Mr. Jervis. 
Diana Barrington. 
Two Masters. I Interference. 
A Family Likeness. 
A Third Person. | Proper Pride. 
Village Tales & Jungle Tragedies. 
The Real Lady Hilda. 
Married or Single? 
‘To Let.]_ 

Crown »vo. cloth, 3c. 6,1. each. 
In the Kingdom of Kerry, 
Mias Ealmaine's Past. 
Jason. | Beyond the Pale. 
Terence. With 6 Illusts. b> 5. Paget. 
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CROKER (B. Tft.)—continued. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

Tha Cat’a.paw. With 12 Illustrations. 
The Spanish Necklace. With 8 

Ill lists, by F. Pegram,—Also a Cheap Ed., 
without Wrists., picture cover, ij. net. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. each ; post Svo, 
cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

Infatuation. | Soma On© Else. 
Popular Editions, medium Svo, bd. eaclp 
Proper Pride. | The G&t’s-paw. 
Diana Barrington. 
Pretty Miss Neville. 
A Bird of Passage. 
Beyond the Pale. 
A Family Likeness. 
Miss Balmaine’s Past. (Cr. 8vo.) 
Married or Single? 
The Baal Eady Hilda.__ 

CROSS (HELEN R.).— Aunt 
Maria’s Dressing-table, A Book tor 
Children to Paint in and to Read, with 
Illustrations.* Square8vo, boards, i^.net. 

CROSS (MARGARET B.j, Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6j. each. 

A Question of Means. 
Opportunity. With Frontispiece by 

Hilda B. Wiener. 

CRO1KSHANK’S COMIC AL= 
MAN AC K. Complete in Two Series : 
the First Irom ’ 1835 to 1843 ; the 
Second, from 1S44 to 1853. Two Vols., 
crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. each. 

CiJMMiNG (C. F. GORDON), 
Works by. Demy 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 

In the Hebrides. With 24 Illustrations. 
In the Himalayas and on the 

Indian Plains. With 42 Illustrations 
Two Happy Years in Ceylon. 

With 28 illustrations, 
Yia Cornwall to Egypt. Frontis. 

CUSSANSTJOHN'E.).— A Hand- 
book of Heraldry; including instruc¬ 
tions for Tracing Pedigrees, Deciphering 
Ancient MSS., &c. With 408 Woodcuts 
and 2 Colrd. Plates. Crown Svo, cloth, 65. 

DAN8Y (FRANK).—A Coquette 
in Crape. Foolscap Svo, picture cover, 
6d. ; cloth, 15. net 

DAUDET (ALPHONSE). —The 
Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. 
Cr. Svo, cloth. 3$. bd. ; post Svo, hds.. 2S. 

DAVENANT (FRANCIS).—Hints 
for Parents on Choice of Profession 
for their Sons. Crown Svo, is. bd. 

DAVaEslDE N. E. YORKE-j, 
Works by. Cr. 8vn, is. ea.icl.. tj.6d.ea. 

On© Thousand Medical Maxims 
and Surgical Hints. 

Nursery Hints: A Mother’s Guide. 
The Dietetic Cure of Obesity 

(Foods for the Fat). With Chapters 
on the Treatment of Gout by Diet. 

Aids to Bong'Ltfe. Of!8vo, 2s.; cl.2j.6ul. 

Wino and Health: How to enjoy 
both. Crown 8vo, cloth, u. 6d. 

DAVIDSON (H. C.).— Mr. Sad- 
ler’s Daughters. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 

DEAK1N (DOROTHEA), Stories 
by- Crown Svo, cloth, 3J. bd. each. 

The Poet and the Pierrot. 
The Princess St the Kitchen-maid. 

DEFOE (DANIEL). — Robinson 
Crusoe. With 37 Musts, by George 

CRUIKSHANK. Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 

2j. net; leather, gilt edges, 3J. net. 

DE MILLE (JAMES).—AStrange 
Manuscript found in a Copper 
Cylinder. Crown Svo, cloth, with 19 
Illustrations by Gilbert Gaul, 3j. 6d.: 
post Svo. illustrated boards. 2s. 

DEVONSHIRE SCENERY, The 
Historyof. By Arthur W. Clayden, 

M.A. With Ulus.Demy 8vo,cl.,ios.6rf. net. 
Devon: Its Moorlands, Streams, 

and Coasts. By Lady Rosalind 

Northcote. Illustrated in Colours by 
F. J, WlDGERY. Fcap. 4to, cl., 2oj. net. 

Folk Rhymes of Devon: Notices of 
the Metrical Sayings found in the Lore 
of the People. By William Crossing. 
Demv Svo, cloth. 4s. 6d. net. 

DEWAR (G. A. B.).—The Airy 
Way. Crown 8vo, cloth, 65. net. 

DEWAR (T. R.). — A Ramble 
Round the Globe. With 220 Illustra¬ 
tions. Crown Svo, cloth, 7s. bd. 

DICKENS (CHARLES), The 
Speeches of. With a Portrait. Pott 
8vo, cloth. 2s. net ; leather, 3.?. net. 

The Pocket Charles Dickens: Pass¬ 
ages chosen by Alfred H. Hyatt. 

lfamo,cloth, 2S. net ; leather, gilt, 3J. net. 

DICTIONARIES. 
A Dictionary of the Drama. By 

W. Davenport Adams. Vol. I. (A io G) 
Demv Svo, cloth, ioj 6d. net. 

The Reader’s Handbook of 
Famous Names in Fiction, 
Allusions, References, Pro¬ 
verbs,Plots, S stories,and Poems. 
By Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 
Svo. cloth, 3r. 6d. net. 

Dictionary of Miracles, 
Imitative, Realistic, and Dogmatic. By 
Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 8vo, 
cloth. 3J. 6d. ngt. 

Familiar Allusions. Ey William A. 

and Charles G. Wheeler. Demy 8vo, 
cloth. 7s. bd. net. 

Familiar Short Sayings of Great 
Men. with Historical and Explanatory 
Notes by Samuel A. Bent, A.M. Crown 
Svo, cloth, 7j. bd. 

Tha SlangDictionary: Etymological, 
Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown Svo, 
cloth, 6j. bd. 

Words, Facts, and Phrases: A 
Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out- 
of-the-Way Matters. By Eliezer 

EpiyARDS. Crown Svo, cloth, 3j. 6d. 
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DIXON (W.WILLMOTT), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 
Thb Rogue of Rye. | King Hal. 

DOBSON (AUSTIN), Works by. 
Crown 8_vo, buckram, 6s. each. 

Four Frenchwomen. With Portraits. 
Eighteenth Century Vignettes. 

In Three Series, each 6s. ; also I'ine- 
paper Editions, pott 8vo, cloth, 2s. net 
each ; leather. 3s. net each. 

A Paladin of Philanthropy, and 
other Papers. With 2 Illustrations. 

Side-walk Studies. With 5 Illusts. 
Old Kensington Palace, and other 

Papers. With 6 Illustrations. 

DO’NOVAN~lDICK), Detective 
Stories by. Post Svo, illustrated 
boards,, 2s. each ; cloth, 2s. 6d. each. 

In the Grip of the Law; 
Oink by Oink. 1 Caught at Oast. 
From Information Received. 
Suspicion Aroused. 
Riddles Read. 
Chronicles of Michael Dane vit ch. 
Cr. Svo, cl., 39. 6cL. each ; picture cl., 2s. ea.; 

post Svo, boards, 2s. ea ; cloth. 2s. 6d. ea. 
The Man from Manchester. 
The Mystery of Jamaica Terrace. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
Beacon Brodie ; or, Behind the Mask. 
Tyler Tatlock, Private Detective. 

Cr. 8vo, c!., 3s. 6ii. ea. ; pict. cl., hat bk. 2s. ea. 
The Records of Vincent Trill. 
Tales of Terror._ 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d, each : post Svo, 

boards, 29. each; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 
Tracked to Doom. 
Tracked and Taken. 
A Detective's Triumphs. 
Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan? 
Crown 8vo, picture cloth, 2s. each ; post 8vo, 

illust. bds„ 2s. each; cloth limp, 29. 0d. ea. 
Wanted 1 I The Man.Kunter. 
Dark Deeds. Crown Svo, cloth limp, 

2s. 6d.; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 

DOWLINQ (RICHARD). — Old 
_Corcoran’s Money. Cr. Svo, cl., 31.6d. 

DOYLE (A. CONAN).—The Firm 
of Girdlestone. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6<i 

DRAMATISTS, THE OLD. 
Edited by Col. Cunningham. Cr. Svo, 
cloth, with Portra’ts. 3s. 6d. per Vol. 

Ben Jonson’s Works. With Notes, 
Critical and Explanatory, and a Bio¬ 
graphical Memoir by William Gifford. 

Three Vols. 
Chapman’s Works. Three Vols. Vol. 

I, contains the Plays complete ; Vol. II„ 
T^oems and Minor Translations, with an 
Essay by A. C. Swinburne; Vol. III., 

Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey , 
Marlowe’s Works. One Vol. 
Massinger’s Plays. From Gifford's! 

Text. One Vol. I 

DREAM BLOCKS: A Book of 
Verses for Children. By A. C. Hig¬ 

gins. With 18 Coloured Plates and many 
other Decorations by Jessie Willcox- 

Smith. Cr. 4to, picture boards, 3.9. 6ti. net. 

DUMPY BOOKS (The) for 
Children. Hoy. 321x10, cloth, 19. net ea. 

1. The Flarap, The Ameliorator, 
and The School-boy’s Appren¬ 
tice. By E. V. Lucas. 

3. The Bad Family. By Mrs. 
Fenwick. 

3. The Story of Little Black 
Sambo. By Helen Bannerman. 
Illustrated in colours. 

5. The Bountiful Lady. By T. Cobb, 

7. A Flower Book. Illustrated in 
colours by Nellie Benson. 

8. The Pink Knight. By J. R. Mon¬ 
sell. Illustrated in colours. 

9. The Little Clown. By T. Cobb. 

10. AMorseBook. By MaryTouktel. 
Illustrated in colours. 

11. Little People: an Adphabet. By 
Henry Mayer and T. W. H. Crosland. 

Illustrated in colours. 

12. A Bog Book. By Ethel Biciinell. 
With Pictures in colours by Carton 

Moore Park. 

13. The Little Girl Lost. By E.Raper. 

15. Dollies. By Richard Hunter. 
Illustrated in colours by Ruth Cobb. 

16. The Bad Mrs. Ginger. By Honor 
C. APPLE! ON. Illustrated in colours. 

17. Peter Piper’s Practical Prin¬ 
ciples, Illustrated in colours. 

IS. Little White Barbara. By 
Eleanor March. Illustrated in colours. 

20. Towlocks and his Wooden 
Horse. By Alice M. Appleton. 
lllus.in colours by Honor C. Appleton. 

21. Three Little Foxes. By Mary 
Tourtel. Illustrated in colours. 

22. The Old Man’s Bag. By T. W. 
H. Crosland. lllus. bv J. R. Monsell. 

23. Three Little Goblins. By M. 
G. Taggart. Illustrated in colours. 

25. Mora Dollies. By Richard Hun¬ 

ter. Ulus, in colours by Ruth Cobb. 

28. Little Vellow Wang-lo. By M. 
C. Bell. Illustrated in colours. 

28. The Sooty Man. By E. B. 
MACKINNON and Eden Coybee. lllus. 

30. Kosalina. Illustrated in colours by 
Jean C. Archer. 

31. Sammy and the Snarlyv/ink. 
Illustrated m colours by Lena and Nor¬ 

man Ault. 

33. Irene’s Christmas Party. By 
Richard Hunter. Ilius. by Ruth Cobb. 

33. The Little Soldier Book By 
Jessie Pope, Illustrated in colours by 

Henry Mayer. 

35. The Dutch Doll’s Ditties. By 
C. Aubrey Moore. 

3S. Tan Little Nigger Boy'S. By 
Nora Case. 

57. EumptyDamuty’s Little Son. 
By Helen R. Cross. 
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DUMPY BOOKS —continued. 
38. Simple Simon. By Helen R. 

Cross. Illustrated in colours. 

39. The. Bit,tie Frenchman. By 
Eden Coybee. Illustrated in colours by 

K. J. Fricero. 

40. The Story of an Irish Potato. 
By Lily Schofield. Illust. in colours._ 

DUNCAN (SARA JEANNETTE), 
Books by. Cr. Hvo, cloth, yj. 6d. each. 

A Social Departure. „ With hi 
Illustrations by F. H. TOWNSEND. 

An American Olrl In London. 
With 8o Illustrations by F. H. TOWNSEND. 

The Simple Adventures of a 
Memsahib. With 37 Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth,3r. bd. each. 
A Daughter of To-Day. 

_ Vernon’s Aunt. With 47 Illustrations. 

DUTT (R<5MESH~C7).—England 
and India: Progress during One 

_Hundred Years. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 

DYSON (EDWARD)] — In “the 
_Roaring; Fifties. Crown 8vo. cloth, 61. 

EDWA RD ES (Mrs] ANNIE),' 
Novels by. 

A Point of Honour. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 

Archie Lovell. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated hoards, 2s. 

A Plaster Saint. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. 

EDWARDS ( E LTeZ E R )7^ 
Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dic¬ 
tionary of Curious, Quaint,and Out-of-the- 
Way Matters. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

EQQLESTON (EDWARD).— 
Roxy._Post 8vo, Illustrated boards, 2i. 

E G E RTON (Rev7 j7cP' 
Sussex Folk and Sussex Ways. 
With Four Illusts. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5.?. 

ELIZABETHAN VERSE] The 
Book of. Edited with Notts by Wil¬ 

liam Stanley Braithwaite. ’ With 
Frontisp.ece and Vignette. Small cr. 8vo, 
clotb, 3^. 6d. net; vellum gilt, ys. 6d. net. 

ENGLISHMAN (An) in Paris: 
Recollections of Louis Philippe and the 
Empire. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

E P I ST O L SCURORUM 
Virorum (1515-1517). Latin Text, 
with Translation, Notes, &c., by F. G. 

_Stores. Royal 8vo, buckram, 25.V. net, 

EVERYMAN: A Morality. 
With Illustrations by Ambrose Dudley, 

Printed on pure rag paper. Fcap. 4to 
decorated cloth, red lop, 2s. 6d. net. 

EYES, Our: How to Preserve. By 
John Browning. Crown 8vo, cloth, t). 

FAIRY TALES FROM 
TUSCANY. By Isabella M. Ander- 
TON. Square i6mo, cloth, is. net. 

FAMILIAR ALLUSIONS: Mis¬ 
cellaneous Information, including Cele¬ 
brated Statues, Paintings, Palaces, 
Country Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships 
Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities, &c 
By W. A. and C. G. WHEELER. Demy 
8vo. cloth, 7s. 6d. net. 

FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGa 
of Great Men. By S. A. Bent, A.M. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 

FARADAY (MICHAEL), Works 
_ bY* Post 8vo, cloth, 4s. 6d. each. 
The Chemical History of a 

Candle: Lectures delivered before a 
Juvenile Audience. Edited by William 

Crookes, F.C.S. With numerous Illusts. 
On the Various Forces of Nature, 

and their Relations to each 
other. Edited by William Crookes, 
F.C.S. With Illustrations. 

FARRAR (F.WTTD.D.).—Ruskin 
as a Religious Teacher. Square 
i6mo, cloth, with Frontispiece, is. net. 

FARRER (JT XNSON).—War: 
Three Essavs. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. bd. 

FENN (G. MaNVTLLE), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The New Mistress. 
Witness to the Deed. 
The Tiger Lily. 
The White Virgin. 

Crown Svo, cloth. 3s. bd. each. 
A Woman Worth Winning. 
Cursed by a Fortune 
The Case of A ilsa Gray. 
Commodore Junk. 
Black Blood. | In Jeopardy. 
Double Cunning. 
A Fluttered Dovecote. 
King of the Castle. 
The Master of the Ceremonies. 
The Story of Antony Grace. 
The Man with a Shadow. 
One Maid’s Mischief. 
The Bag of Diamonds, and Three 

Bits of Paste. 
Running Amok. | Black Shadows. 
The Cankerworm. 
So Dike aJWoman. 

A Crimson Crime. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3s. bd. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 
Popular Edition, medium Svo, bd. 

Running Amok. Cheap Edit., is. net, 

FILIREI (ROSIN A).—Inhaling: 
A Romance._Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

FIREWORK - MAKING, The 
Complete Art of; or, The Pyrotechnist’s 
Treasury. By Thomas Kentish. With 
267 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 

FISHER (ARTHUR 6 )7 Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 

Withyford. With Coloured Frontis¬ 
piece and 5 Plates. 

The Land of Silent Feet. With a 
Frontispiece by G. D. Armour. 
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FITZGERALD (PERCY), by. 
Fatal Zero. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2s. each. 
Bella Donna. | Polly. 
The Lady of Brantome. 
Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. Tlllotson. 
Seventy-five Brooke Street. 
Samuel Foote: a Biography. With a 

Photogravure. Demy Svo, cl ,12s. 6d. net. 

FLAMMARTon”"’ (CAMILLE).— 
Popular Astronomy. Translated 
by J. Ellard Gore, F.R.A.S. With Three 
Plates and 288 Illustrations. A New 
Edition. Medium 8vo, cloth, 105.6^. 

FLORENCE PRESS BOOKS.— 
For information as to this important 
Series, printed from a new type designed 
by Herbert P. Horne, see special 
Prospectuses. 

FLOWER BOOK (The); By 
Constance Smedley Armfield and 
Maxwell Armfield. Large fcap 4to, 
cl., 7r.6ri.net; parchment,gilt, 12r.6d.net. 

FORBES (Hon. Mrs. WALTERS 
— Dumb. Crown 8vo cloth, 3s. 6d. 

FRANCILLON (R. E.), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3r. 6d. each ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2r. each. 

One by One I A Real Queen. 
A Dog and his Shadow. 
Ropes of Sand. With Illustrations. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2r. each. 
Romances of the Law. 
King or Knave ? | Olympia. 
Jack Doyle’s Daughter. Crown 8vo, 

cl' ith. 3r. 6d. 

FRANCO - BRITISH EXHIBI- 
TION. Profusely illustrated. Folio, 
cloth gilt, 105. 6d. net._ 

FRE DERIC7HAROLD), Novels 
by. Post 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each; 
illustrated boards, 2.5. each. 

Seth’s Brother’s Wife. 
Tha Lawton Girl._ 

FREEMAN (R. AUSTIN).—John 
Thorndyke’s Cases. Illustrated by H. 
M. Brock, and from Photographs. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3r. 6d. 

FRY’S (HERBERT) Royal 
Guide to the London Charities. 
Edited by John Lane. Published 
Annually. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d. 

GARDENING BOOKS. Post 8vo, 
ir. each ; cloth, ir. 6d. each. 

A Year’s Work in Garden and 
Greenhouse. By George Glenny. 

Household Horticulture. By Tom 
and Jane Jerrold. Illustrated. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
By Tom Jerrold 

Our Kitchen Garden. By Tom 
Jerrold. Post 8vo, cloth, 14. net. 

GARDENING BOOKS —cojitinued. 
Yine-Growing in England. By 

H. M. Tod. With lllusts. Crown 8vo, 
boards, ij. net ; cloth, 15. 6d. net. 

Sir William Temple upon the 
Gardens of Epicurus ; with other 
Garden Essays. Edited by A. Forbes 
Sievekjng, F,S.A. With 6 Illustrations. 
Small 8vo, boards, 15. 6d. net; quarter 
vellum, 3s. 6d. net; three-quarter vellum, 
5s. net._ __ 

GAULOT (PAUL), Books by. 
The Red Shirts: A Tale of ‘The 

Terror.’ Translated by JOHN DE VlL- 
LIERS. Crown 8vo, cloth, with Frontis¬ 
piece by Stanley Wood, 34. 6d.; picture 
cloth, flat back, 2,;._ 

Crown 8vo, ololh, 6s. each. 
Love and Lovers of the Past. 

Translated by C. LAROCHE, M.A. 
A Conspiracy under the Terror. 

Translated by C. LAROCHE, M.A. With 
Illustrations and Facsimiles._ 

GERMAN POPULAR STORIES. 
Coilected bv the Brothers Grimii and 
Translated by Edgar Taylor. With 
Introduction by JOHN Ruskin, and 22 
Steel Plates after George Cruikshank, 
Square 8vo, cloth gilt, 64._ 

GEl?ARD(DOROTiiEA).--A Queen 
of Curds and Cream. Cr.Bvo, cl ,3s.bd. 

GlBBON^CCHARLES), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.1. 6a. each; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 24. each 

Robin Gray. | The Golden Shaft. 
The Flower of the Forest. 
The Braes of Yarrow. 
Of High Degree. 
Queen of the Meadow. 
For Lack of Gold. 
What Will the World Say? 
For the King. | A Hard Knot. 
In Pastures Green. 
In Love and War. 
A Heart’s Problem. 
By Mead and Stream. 
Fancy Free. | Loving a Dream. 
In Honour Bound. 
Heart’s Delight. | Blood-Money. 

The Dead HearC. Post 8vo, illust. bds. 
2s.; Popular Edition, medium 8vo, 6d. 

GTBNEY (SOMERVILLE). — 
Sentenced ! Crown 8vo. cloth, re, 6d. 

GIBSON (L. S.), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

The Freemasons. | Burnt Spices. 
Ships of Desire_ 

The Freemasons. Cheap Edition, 
picture cover, is. net. 

GILBERT’S (W. S.) Original 
Plays. In 4 Series, Fine-Paper Edition, 
Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net each ; 
leather, gilt edges, 34. net each. 

The First Series contains: The Wicked 
World — Pygmalion and Galatea — 
Charity—The Princess—The Palace of 
Truth—Trial by Jury—Iolanthe. 
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GILBERT (W. 5.) —continued. 
Pott Svo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net each ; 

leather, gilt edges, 3s. net each. 
The Second Series contains: Broken 

Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — 
Gretchen — Dan'l Bruce—Tom Cobb 
—H.M.S. ‘Pinafore’—The Sorcerer— 
The Pirates of Penzance. 

The Third Series contains: Comedy and 
Tragedy — Foggerty’s Fairy — Rosen- 
crantz and Guildenstern—Patience— 
Princess Ida—The Mikado—Ruddigore 
—The Yeomen of the Guard—The Gon¬ 
doliers—The Mountebanks—Utopia. 

The FOURTH Series contains : The Fairy’s 
Dilemma—The Grand Duke—His Excel¬ 
lency—" Haste to the Wedding ”—Fallen 
Fairies—The Gentleman in Black—Bran- 
tinghame Hall—Creatures of Impulse— 
Randall’s Thumb—The Fortune-hunter 
—Thespis._ 

Eight Original Comic Operas 
written by W. S. GILBERT. Two Series, 
demy Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d. net each. 

The First Series contains: The Sorcerer 
—H.M.S. ‘Pinafore’—The Pirates of 
Penzance —• Iolanthe— Patience — Prin 
cess Ida—The Mikado—Trial by Jury. 

The Second Series contains: The Gon¬ 
doliers—The Grand Duke—The Yeomen’ 
of the Guard—His Excellency—Utopia, 
Limited—Ruddigore—The Mountebanks 
—Haste to the Wedding. 

Tha Gilbert and. Sullivan Birth¬ 
day Book: Quotations for Every Day 
in the Year. Compiled by A. Watson. 
Royal ifimo, cloth, 2s. bd. 

GILBERT (WILLIAM).—James 
Duke, Costermonger. Post8vo, iilus 
trated boards, 2s.__ 

HISSING (ALGERNON), Novels 
by. Cf. Svo, cloth, gilt top, 3.;. bd. each. 

Knitters m the Sun. 
The Wealth of Mallarstang. 
AriAngel’s Portion. i Balioi Garth 

The Breams of Simon U3her. Cr. 
Svo. cloth, 3s. bd.; CHEAP Edit., is. net. 

GLANVILLE (ERNEST), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3.!. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The Lost Heiress. With 2 Illustra¬ 
tions by Hume Nisbet. 

Tha Possicker: A Romance of Mash- 
onaland. Two lllusts, by Hume NISBET. 

A Pair Colonist. With Frontispiece. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6Ll. each. 
The Golden Rock. With Frontispiece 

by Stanley Wood. 
Tales from tha If eld. With 12 lllusts. 
Max Thornton. With 8 Illustrations 

by J. S. Crompton, R.T. 

GLENNY (GEORGE).—A Year’s 
Work in Garden and Greenhouse: 
Practical Advice as to Flower, Fruit, and 
Frame Garden. Post Svo. is. ; cl., is. bd. 

GODWIN (WILLIAM): — Lives 
pf the Necromancers. Post Svo, pi.. 3*. 

GOLDEN TREASURY of 
Thought, The: A Dictionary of Quo¬ 
tations from the Best Authors. By 
Theodore Taylor. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3.5. bd. 

GOODMAN (E. J.)—The 1Fate of 
Herbert Wayne. Cr. pvo. cL 3s. bd. 

GORDON (SAMUEL). — The 
Ferry of Fate: a Tale of Russian 
Jewry. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

GORETJTELLARD, F7R.A.S.).— 
Astronomical Curiosities; Facts and 
Fallacies, Crown Svo. cloth, 6s. net. 

GRACE (ALFRED A.).—Tales 
of a Dying Race. Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. bd. 

GREEKS AND ROMANS, Tile 
Life of the. By Ernst Guhl and W. 
Koner. Edited by Dr. F. Hueffer. 
With 545 lllusts. Demy 8vo, cl., 7s 6d. 

GREEN (ANNA KATHARINE), 
Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 

Tha Millionaire Baby. 
Tha Woma.n in the Alcove: 
The Amethyst Bex. Cr. 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

GREENWOOD (JAMES).—The 
Prisoner in the Dock. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3$. 6d. 

GREY (Sir GEORGE). — The 
Romance of a Proconsul. By James 
Milne. Crown 8vo, buckram. 6s. 

GRIFFITH jCECiL).—Corinthia 
Marazion. Crown Svo. cloth. 3s. bd. 

GRIFFITHS (Major A.).—No. 99, 
and Blue Blood. Crown Svo. cloth, 2s. 

GRONER (AUGUSTA). — The 
Man with the Black Cord. With 2 
Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth. 65. 

GUTTEN BERG (VIOLET), 
Novels by. Crown .Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 

Neither Jew rsor Greek. 
The Power of the Palmist._ 

GYP.— CLOCLO. Translated by 
Nora M. Statham. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6/A 

HABBERTON (JOHN).—Helen’s 
Babies. With Coloured Frontispiece 
and to Illustrations by Eva Roos. Fcap. 
4to, cloth, 65. 

HAIR, The: Its Treatment in 
Health, Weakness, and Disease. 
Translated from the German Dr. J. 
Ptncijs. Crown Svo. u. : cloth, 1.9. 6d. 

HAKE (Dr. T. G0RD0N)7Foesns 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 

New Symbols. 
Legends of the Morrow. 
The Serpent Play. 
Malden Eostasy. Small 4to, cloth. 8s. 

HALL (Mrs. S. C.).—Sketches 
of Irish Character. With Illustra¬ 
tions on Steel and YVoocl by Cruik- 
SHANK, MACUSE, GILBERT, aild'HAKVEY. 
Demy Svo, cloth, 75. 64. 
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HALL (OWEN), Novels by. 
The Track of a Storm. Crown 8vo, 

picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 
Jetsam. Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. 6d. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Eureka. | Hernando. 

HALL! DAY (ANDREW).— 
Every-day Papers. Post 8vo, illus¬ 
trated boards, 2s- 

HAMILTON’S iCOSMO) Stories. 
The Glamour of the Impossible; 

and Through a Keyhole. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; also in 2 vols., picture 
covers, is, net each. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Nature’s Vagabond, &c. 
Plain Brown. 

HANDWRITING, The Philo- 
sophy of. With over ioo Facsimiles. 
By Don Felix de Salamanca. Post 
8vo, half-cloth, 2s. 6d. 

HARDY (1ZA DUFFUS), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3.?. 6d. each 

The Lesser Evil. | A Butterfly. 
Man, Woman, and Fate. 

HAPSBURGS, The Cradle of the. 
Ey J. W. Gilbart-Smith, M.A. With 
numerous Musts. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 5r. net. 

HARDY (THOMAS). — Under 
tbe Greenwood Tree. Post 8vo, cloth, 
3$. 6d.; illustrated boards, 2s.; cloth 
limp, 2s. bd. Also the Fine Paper 
Edition, pdtt 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 21. net; 
leather, gilt edges, 3s. net; and the Cheap 
Edition, medium 8vo, bd. 

HARKINS (E. F.).—The Schem- 
ers. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

HARRIS (JOEL CHANDLER) : 
Uncle Remus. With 9 Coloured and 

§0 Other Illustrations by J. A. Shepherd. 
Pott 4to, cloth, gilt top, 6s. 

Nights raiiti Uncle Remus. Witty 
$ Coloured and 50 other Illustrations by 
J. A. Shepherd. Imperial i6mo, cloth,6s. 

HARTE’S (BRET) Collected 
Works. LIBRARY EDITION, in Ten 
Volumes, crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each. 

Vol. i. Complete Poetical and 
Dramatic Works. With Port. 

„ II. The Lock of Roaring Camp- 
Bohemian Papers—American 
Legends. 

III. Tales of the Argonauts— 
Eastern Sketches. 

„ IV. Gabriel Conroy. 
V. STORIES — CONDENSED NOVELS. 

’’ VI. Tales of the Pacific Slope. 
VII. Talesofthe Pacific Slope—II. 

With Portrait by John Pettie. 
VIII- Tales of Pine and Cypress. 

IX. Buckeye and Chapparix. 
X. Tales of Trail and Town. 

Bret Harte’s Choice Works in Prose 
and Verse. Willi Portrait and 40 Illus¬ 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 

BRET HARTE —continued. 
Bret Harte’s Poetical Works, in¬ 

cluding Some Later Verses. Crown 
8voi buckram, 41. bd. \ or in the St. Mar¬ 
tin's Library, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 
2s. net; leather, gilt edges, 3s. net. 

In a Hollow of the Hills, Crown 
8vo, picture cloth, flat back, 2i. 

Maruja. Crown 8vo, cloth, $s. bd.; post 
8vo, picture boards, 2r.; cloth limp, 2s. bd. 

Pott 8vo, cloth, 2s. net ea.; leather, 3s. net ea. 
Mliss, Luck of Roaring Camp, &o. 
Condensed Novels. Complete. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
On the Old Trail. | Trent’s Trust. 
Under the Redwoods. 
From Sandhill to Pine. 
Stories in Light and Shadow. 
Mr. Jack Hamlin’s Mediation. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. bd. each ; post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Gabriel Conroy. 
A Waif of the Plains. With 60 Illus¬ 

trations by Stanley L. Wood. 

A Ward of the Golden Gate. With 
59 Illustrations by STANLEY L. WOOD. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 3r. bd. each. 
Susy. With 2 Iliusts. by J. A. Christie. 
The Bell-Ringer of Angel’s, &c. 

With 39 Illusts. by Dudley Hardy, &c. 
Clarence : A Story of the American War. 

With 8 Illustrations by A. Jule Goodman. 

Barker’s Luck, &c. With 39 Illustra¬ 
tions by A. Forkstier, Paul Hardy, &c. 

Devil’s Ford, &c. 
The Crusade of the ‘Excelsior.’ 

With Frontis. by J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE. 
Tales of Trail and Town. With 

Frontispiece by G. P. Jacomb-Hood. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. bd. each ; picture cloth, 
flat back, 2s. each. 

A Sappho of Green Springs. 
Colonel Starbottle’s Client. 
A Protegee of Jack Hamlin’s. 

With numerous Illustrations. 
Sally Dows, &c. With 47 Illustrations 

by W. D. Almond and others. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Luck of Roaring Camp, and Sen¬ 

sation Novels Condensed. Also 
in picture cloth at same price. 

An Heiress of Red Dog. 
Californian Stories. 

Post 8vo, Ulus, bds., 2s. each; cloth, 2s. bd. each. 
Flip. | A Phyllis of the Sierras. 
Three Partners. Medium 8vo, bd. 
New Condensed Novels. Cr. 8vo, 

cloth, 3s. bd. : Cheap Edition, ij. net. 
Salomy Jane. With Coloured and 

Tinted Illustrations by Harrison 
Fisher and Arthur I. Keller. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3„r, bd net. 

HAWE8S (Mrs. H. R.), Books by. 
The Art of Dress. With 32 Iflustia- 

tions. Post Svo, is. ; cloth, is. bd. 
Chaucer for Schools. With Frontis¬ 

piece. Demy 3vo, cloth, 2s. bd. 
Chaucer for Children. With 8 

Coloured Plates arid 3a Woodcuts. 
Crown 4to, cloth, 3.5. bd. 
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HAWEIS (Rev. H. R.).—Ameri¬ 
can Humorists: Washington 
Irving, Oliver Wendell Holmes, 

ta James Russell Lowell, ArtemusI 
Ward, Mark Twain, and Bret Harte. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

HOFFMANN (PROFESSOR).— 
King Koko. A Magic Story. With 25 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 12. net. 

HOLMES (CHARLES J., M.A.), 
Books by. Demy 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6i. 
net each. 

Notes on the Science of Picture¬ 
making. With Photogravure Frontis¬ 
piece. 

Notes on the Art of Rembrandt. 
With Photogravure Frontispiece and 48 
Illustrations. 

HAWTHORNE (JULIAN), 
Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. 6d. 
each; post 8vo.illustrated boards. 2s. each. 

Garth. I Blllco Quentin. 
Fortune’s Fool. | Dust. Four Blasts 
Beatrix Randolph. With Four Illusts. 
D. Poindexter's Disappearance. 
The Spectre of the Camera. 

(h own Hvi.1. moth, 32. 6d. each. 
Sebastian Strome. 
Dove—or a Name. 
Miss Cadogna. Illustrated boards, 2s. 

H0LA1ES (OLIVER WENDELL). 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast- 

Table. Illustrated by J. GORDON 
Thomson. Fine Paper Edition, pott 
8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net.; leather, gilt 
edges, 32. net. HEALY (CHRIS), Books by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Confessions of a Journalist. 
Heirs of Reuben. | Mara. 
The Endless Heritage. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, 3s. fca. 

HOOK’S (THEODORE) Choice 
Humorous Works; including his Ludi¬ 
crous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns, 
Hoaxes. With Life and Frontispiece. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. 

HELPS (Sir ARTHUR). — Ivan 
de Biron. Crown Uyo, cloth 3$. 6d.; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 22. 

HOOD’S (THOMAS) Choice 
Works in Prose and Verse. With 
Life of the Author, Portrait, and 200 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 32. 6d. 

HENTY (Q. A.), Novels by. 
Rujub, the Juggler. Post 8vo, cloth, 

3s, 6d.; illustrated shards, 2s. 

Crown 8vo, etofh, 3J. 6d. each. 
The Queen’s Cup. 
Dorothy’s Double. 
Colonel Thorndyke's Secret. 

HENDERSON (ISAAC).—Agatha 
Page. Crown 8v®, cloth. 32. 6d. 

HOPKINS (TIQHE), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

’Twlxt Dove and Duty. 
Tbe Incomplete Adventurer. 
The Nugents of Carriconna. 
Nell KalTenden. With 8 Illustrations. 
For Freedom. 

HORNE (R. HENGIST).—Orion. 
With Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth, Js. HERBERTSON (JESSIE L.).— 

Junta. Crown 8vo, cloth, 62. 

HERMAN (HENRY).-A Leading 
Lady. Post 8vo. doth. 2s. 6d. 

HORNIMAN (ROY), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 62. each. 

Bellamy the Magnificent. 
Lord Cammarleigh’s Secret. 

Israel Rank; Crown 8vo, cloth, 32. 6d. 

HILL (HEADON).—Zambra the 
Detective. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.; 
picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 

HORNUNG (E. W.), Novels by, 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 32. 6d. each. 

Stingaree. | A Thief in the Nivht. 
The Shadow of the Rope. Crown 

8vo, cloth, 32. 6d.; or pictorial cloth 
cover, 2s, net. 

HILL (JOHN), Works by. 
Treason-Felony. Post 8vo, illustrated 

boards, 2s. 
The Common Ancestor. Crown 

8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

HINKSON (H. A.), Novels by. 
Crown ovo, cloth, 65. each. 

Fan Fitzgerald. I Silk and Steel. 

HUEFFER (FORD MADOX).-A 
Call: The Tale of Two Passions, 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6.9. 

HOEY (Mrs. CASHEL).—The 
Lover’s Creed. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
32. 6d. 

HUGO (VICTOR).—The Outlaw 
of Iceland. Translated by Sir Gilbert 
Campbell. Crown 8vo, cloth, 32. 6d. 

HOLIDAY, Where to go for a. 
By E. P. Sholl, Sir H. Maxwell, John 
Watson, Jane Barlow, Mary Lovett 
Cameron, Justin H. McCarthy, Paul 
Lange, J. w. Graham, J. H. Salter, 
Phcebe Allen, S. J. Beckett, L. Rivers 
Vine, and C. F. Gordon Cumming. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 12. 6d. 

HUME (FERGUS), Novels by. 
The Lady From Nowhere. Cr. 8vo, 

cloth. 32. 6(1.: picture cloth, flat back, 22. 
The Millionaire Mystery. Crown 

8vo. cloth, 32. 6d. 
The Wheeling Light. Crown 8vo, 

) cloth, gilt top, os. 
Crown 8vo, 
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HUNGERFORD (Mrs.), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3c. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; 
cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

The Professor’s Experiment. 
Lady Yernor’s Flight. 
Lady Patty. | rater’s Wife. 
TheRsd-House Mystery. 
An Unsatisfactory Lover. 
A Malden All Forlorn. 
A Mental Struggle. 
Marvel. | A Modern Circe. 
In Durance Vile. | April's Lady. 
The Three Graces. | Nora Crelna. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
An Anxious Moment. 
A Point of Conscience. 
The Coming of Chloe. | Lovlce. 
THe Red-House Mystery. Popular 

Edition, medium 8vo, 6d. 

JEFFERIES (RICHARD), by. 
The Pageant of Summer. Loag 

fcap. Svo, cloth, ir. net. 
The Life of the Fields. Post Svo, 

cloth, 2r. 6d. ; Large Type, Fine Paper 
Edition, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2r. net; 
leather, gilt edges, 31. net. Also a New 
Edition, with 12 Illustrations in Colours 
by M. U. CLARKE, crown 8vo, cloth, 5r. 
net. 

The Open Air. Post 8vo, cloth, 2S. (id.; 
Large Type, Fine Paper Edition, pott 
8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2S. net ; leather, gilt 
edges, 3s. net. Also a New Edition, 
with 12 Illustrations in Colours by Kdth 
Dollman, cro > n 8vo, cloth 5s. net. 

Nature near London. Crown Svo, 
buckram, 6s.: post Svo, cl„ 2s. 6d.; LARGE 
Type, Fine Paper Edition, pott Svo, cl., 
gilt top, 2s, net; leather, gilt edges, 3s.net. 
Also a New Edition,' with 12 Illus¬ 
trations in Colours by Ruth Dollman, 
crown 8vo, cloth. 3net. 

The Pocket Richard Jefferies: 
Passages chosen by Alfred H. Hyatt. 
i6mo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net; leather, 
gilt top, 3s. net. 

The Kulogy of Richard Jefferies. 
By Sr Walter Besant. Cr. 8vo, cl., 6s. 

HUNT (Mrs. ALFRED), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The Leaden Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 
That Other Person. 
Mrs. Juliet. Crown 8vo, doth, 31. (xt 

HUTCHINSON (W. M.)—Hints 
on Colt-Breaking. With 25 Illuatra- 
tions. Crown Svo, cloth. 3s. 6d. 

JENKINS (HESTER D.)-Be- 
hind Turkish Lattices : The Story of 
a Turkish Woman's Ltfe. With 24 Illu¬ 
strations. Crown Svo, clotb, 6s. net. 

HYAMSON (ALBERT).—A His¬ 
tory of the Jews in England. With 
16 Portraits and Views and 2 Maps. 
Dernv 8vo, cloth, 4a. 6d. net. 

JEROME (JEROME K.).—Stage- 
land. With 64 Illustrations by J. Ber¬ 
nard Partridge. Fcap. 4to, i.v. HYATT (A. H.), Topographical 

Anthologies by. Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt 
top, zs. net each; leather, gilt edges, 
3s. net each. 

The Charm of London. 
The Charm of Edinburgh. 
The Charm of Venice. 
The Charm of Paris. 

JERROLD (TOM), Books by. 
Post 8ve, Is. each ; cloth, is. 6d. each. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
Household Horticulture. 
Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants We 

Grow, and How We Cook Them. Post 
8vo, cloth, is. net. 

INCHBOLD (Mrs. A. C.).—The 
Road of No Return. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3s. 6d. 

JOHNSTON (R.).—The Peril of 
an Empire. Crown 8vo. oloth, 6s. 

INDOOR PAUPERS. By One of 
Them. Crown 8vo, is. : cloth, u. 6d. 

JOHNSTONE (Arthur).—Recol¬ 
lections of R. L. Stevenson in the 
Pacific. With Psrtralt and Facsimile 
Letter. Crown Svo, buckram, 6s. net. 

INMAN (HERBERT) and 
HARTLEY ASPDEN.-The Tear of 
Kalee. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. JONES (WILLIAM, F.S.A.). 

-Finger-Ring Lore: Historical, 
Legendary, Anecdotal. With numerous 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth. %s.6d. 

INNKEEPER’S HANDBOOK. 
By J. Trevor-Davies. Cr. 8vo, cl., 2s. 

IRVING (WASHINGTON).—Old 
Christmas. Square i6mo, cloth, with 
Frontispiece, is. net. 

JONSON’S (BEN) Works. With 
Note3 and Biographical Memoir by 
William Gifford. Edited by Colonel 
Cunningham. Three Vols., crown 8vo, 
cloth. 3s. 6d. each. 

JAMES (C. T. C.).— A Romance of 
the Queen’s Hounds. Cr, 8vo, cl. u.tgf. 

James (G. W.). —Scraggiest 
The Story of a Sparrow. With 6 
Illustrations. Post 8,vo, cloth. 2s. 6d. 

JAPP (Dr. A. H.).—Dramatic 
Pictures. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. 

JOSEPHUS, The Complete 
Works of. Translated by William 
Whiston. Containing * The Antiquities 
of the Jews,’ and ‘The Wars of the Jews.’ 
With 52 Illustrations and Maps. Two 
Vols., demy 8vo, half-cloth, 12s. 6d. 
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KEATING (JOSEPH).—Maurice. 
Qrpwn Svo, cloth, 6f.__ 

KEMPLING (W. BAILEY-).—The 
Poets Royal of England and Scot¬ 
land : Original Poems by Royal and 
Noble Persons. With Notes and 6 Photo¬ 
gravure Portraits. Small 8vo, parchment, 
6r.net; vellum, 7s. 6d. net. Also an 
Edition in The King’s Classics (No. ,39). 

KERSHAW (MARK).—Colonial 
Facts and Fictions: Humorous 
Sketches. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 
2s. ; cloth, 2s. 6d. 

KING (LEONARD W., M.A.).— 
A History of Babylonia and Assyria 
from Prehistoric Times to the 
Persian Conquest. With Maps, 
Plans, and Illustrations after the princi¬ 
pal Monuments of the Period. In 3 vols. 
royal Svo, cloth. Each volume sepa¬ 
rately, iSs. net; or per set of 3 volumes, 
if ordered at one time, £2 lor. net. 

Vol. I.—A History of Sumer and 
Akkad: An account of tne Early 
Races of Babylonia from Prehistoric 
Times to the Foundation of the Baby¬ 
lonian Monarchy. [Ready. 

„ II.—A History of Babylon from 
the Foundation of the Monarchy, 
about B.C. 2000, until the Conquest ot 
Babylon by Cyrus,B.C.53^.[Preparing 

,, III.—A History of Assyria from 
the Earliest Period until the Fall of 
Nineveh, B.C. 606. [Preparing 

KING (R. ASHE), Novels bje 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

“Piie Wearing of the Green.’ 
Passion’s Slave; | Beil Barry. 
A Brawn Game. Crown 8vo, cloih. 

3r. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

KING’S CLASSICS (The). 
General Editor, Professor I. Gollancz, 
LittD. Printed on laid paper, ]6rno, 
each with Frontispiece, gilt top. Quar¬ 
ter bound grey boards or red cloth, 
ir. 6d. net each ; quarter vellum, cloth 
sides, 2s. 6d. net each ; three-quarter 
vellum, 5s. net each. 

Volumes now in course of publication: 

35. Wine, Women, and Song: 
Modireval Latin Students' Songs. Trans¬ 
lated into English, with an Introduction, 
by John Addington Symonds. 

36, 37. George Pettie’s Petite Pai- 
iace of Pettie his Pleasure. 
Edited by Prof. I. Gollancz. 2 vols. 

38. Walpole’s Castle of Otranto. 
By Sir Walter Scott. With Intro¬ 
duction and Preface by Miss SPURGEON. 

39. The Poets Royal of England 
and Scotland. Original Poems by 
Kings and other Royal and Noble 
Persons, collected and edited by W. 
Bailey Kempling. 

KING’S CLASSICS—continued. 
40. Sir Thomas More’s Utopia. 

Edited by Robert Steele, F.S.A. 

41. Chaucer’s Legend of Good 
Women. In Modern English, with 
Notes and Introduction by Professor 
W. W. Skeat. 

42. Swift's Battle of the Books. 
Edited, with Notes and Introduction, by 
A. Gothkelch. 

43. Sir William Temple upon the 
Gardena of Kpicurus. with 
other 17t,h Century Garden 
Essays. Edited, witli Notes and Intro¬ 
duction, by A. Forbes Sieveking,F.S.A. 

45. The Song of Roland. Translated 
iron) the old French by Mrs. CROSLAND. 

With Introduction by Prof. Brandin. 

56. Dante’s Yita Nuova. The 
Italian text, with Dante G. Rossetti’s 

trarislatio'n on opposite page. With Intro¬ 
duction and Notes by Prof. H. Oelsner. 

47. Chaucer’s Prologue and 
Minor Poems. In modern English, 
witn Notes and Introduction by Prof. 
W. W. Skeat. 

58. Chaucer’s Parliament of 
Birds and House of Fame. In 
modern English, with Notes and Intro¬ 
duction by Prof. W. W. Skeat. 

49. Mrs. Gaskell’s Cranford. With 
ihtfoduction by R. Brimlky JOHNSON. 

50. Pearl. An English Poem of the 
Fourteenth Century. Edited, with a 
Modern Rendering and an Introduction, 
by Professor I. Gollancz. [Preparitig 

51,52. King’s Letters. Volumes III. 
and IV. Newly edited from the originals 
by Robert Steele, F.S.A. [Preparing 

53. The English Correspondence 
Of Saint sioniface. Translated and 
edited, with an Introductory Sketch of the 
Life of St, Boniface, by Edw. Kylie.M.A. 

56. The Cavalier to his Lady: 
Seventeenth , Century Love bongs. 
Edited by F. SlDGWlCK. 

57. Asser’s Life of King Alfred. 
Edited by L. C. JANE, M.A. 

58. Translations from the Ice¬ 
landic. By Rev. W. C. Green, M.A. 

59. The Rule of St. Benet. Trans¬ 
lated by Right Rev. Abbot Gasquet. 

60. Daniel’s‘Delia’and Drayton’s 
‘Idea.’ Edited by Arundhll Esdaii.e. 

61. The Book of the Duke of 
True Lovers. By Christine de 
Pisan. Translated, with Notes and 

Introduction, by A' ICE Kemp-Welch. 

62. Of tiie Tumbler of Our Lady, 
and other Miracles. Translated 
from the Middle French MSS., with 
Notes, by Alice Kemp-Welch. 

63. ThO Chatelaine of Yergi. A 
Romance of the Court, translated from 
the Middle French, by Alice Kemp- 

Welch, with Introduction by L. 
Brandin, Ph.D., and with the original 
Text, Edition Raynaud, 
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KING’S CLASSICS (The) —continued. 

Earlier Volumes in the Series are— 

1. The Love of Books (The PMlobiblon). 
2. *Six Dramas of Calderon (FitzGerald’s 

Translation). (Double vol.) 
3. Chronicle of Jocelin of Bralcelond. 
4. The Life of Sir Thomas More. 
5. Eikon Basilike. 
6. Kings’ Letters : Alfred to the coming of 

the Tudors. 
7. Kings’ Letters : From the Tudors to the 

Love Letters of Henry VIII. 
8. Chaucer's Knight's Tale (Prof. Skrat). 
9. Chaucer’sMan of Law’s Tale (Prof.Skrat). 

10. Chaucer's Prioress’s Tale (Prof. Skkat). 
11. The Romance of Fulke Fitzwarine. 
12. The Story of Cupid and Psyche. 
13. Evelyn's Life of Margaret Godolphin. 
14. Early Lives of Dante. 
15. The Falstaff Letters. 
16. Polonius. By Edward FitzGerald. 
17. Medieval Lore. 
18. The Vision of Piers the Plowman (Prof. 

Skeat). 
19. The Gull’s Hornbook. 
20. *The Nun's Rule, or Ancren Riwle. (Double 

vol.). 
21. The Memoirs of Robert Cary, Earl of Mon¬ 

mouth. 
22. Early Lives of Charlemagne. 
23. Cicero’s ‘Friendship,' ‘Old Age,’ and 

‘Scipio’s Dream.’ 
24 *Words worth's Prelude. (Double vol.) 
25. The Defence of Guenevere. 
26,27. Browning’s Men and Women. 
28. Poe’s Poems. 
29. Shakespeare’s Sonnets. 
30. George Eliot’s Silas Marner. 
3L Goldsmith’s Vicar of Wakefield, 
32. Charles Reade’s Peg Woffington. 
33. The Household of Sir Thomas More. 
34. Sappho: One Hundred Lyrics. By Bliss 

Carman. 
* Numbers 2, 20, and 24 are Double Volumes 

and Double Price. 

KING’S LIBRARY FOLIOS 
(The). 

The Mlrrour of Vertua in World¬ 
ly Greatnes, or The Life of Sir 
Thomas More, Knight. By his 
son-in-law, William Roper. ios. 6d. 
net. (Seven copies of this volume alone 
remain, and are not to be sold apart from 
sets.) 

Eikon Basilike, the Portraicture 
of His Sacred Majestie in his 
Solitudes and Sufferings. 
Edited by Edward Almack, F.SA. 
£i is. net. 

Shakespeare’s Ovid, being 
Arthur Golding’s Translation 
of the Metamorphoses. Edited 
by W. H. D. Rouse, Litt.D. £1 ns. bd. 
net. 

The Percy Folio of Old English 
Ballads and Romances. Edited 
by the General Editor. In four 
volumes at £\ 45. the set. (Volumes I. 
and II. issued ; III. at Press; IV. in 
Preparation.) 

KING'S LIBRARY QUARTOS. 
The Alchemist. By Ben Jonson. 

Edited by H. C. Hart. Sr. net; Japan¬ 
ese vellum, £1 is. net. 

The Gull’s hornbook. By Thomas 
Dekker. Edited by K. B. McKerrow. 

5r. net: Japanese vellum, lor. 6d. net. 

The Beggar’s Opera. By John Gay. 
Edited by Hamilton MacLeod. 5.?. 
net; Japanese vellum, lor. bd. net. 

KISCH (MARTIN S.).—Letters 
andSketches from Northern Nigeria. 
With numerous Illustrations. Demy 
8vo, cloth. 6s. net 

KnTg HT (WILLIAM and 
EDWARD).— The Patient’s Vade 
Mecum: How to Get Most Benefit 
from Medical Advice. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, it. bit 

LAMB’S (CHARLES) Complete 
Works in Prose and Verse, including 
‘ Poetry for Children ’ and ' Prince Doras.’ 
Edited by R. H. SHEPHERD. With 2 
Portraits and Facsimile of the ‘ Essay on 

Roast Pig.' Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 
The Essays of Elia. (Both Series.) 

Fine Paper Edition, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt 

too, is. net: leather, gilt edges, 3r. net. 

LAMBERT (GEORGE). — The 
_President of Bora via. Cr. 8yo, cl. 3.;. bd. 

LANE (EDWARD WILLIAM). 
—The Thousand and One Nights, 
commonly called in England The 
Arabian Nights’ Entertain¬ 
ments. Illustrated by W. Harvey. 
With Preface by STANLEY Lank-Poole. 

3 Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 225. bd. 

LASAR (CHARLES A.).—Prac- 
tical Hints for Art Students: 
Drawing, Composition, Colour. With 
Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth 31. bd. net. 

LAUR1STOUN (PETER).—The 
Painted Mountain. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

LEES (DOROTHY N.).—Tuscan 
Feasts and Tuscan Friends. With 
12 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cl., 5s. net. 

LEHMANN (R. C.). — Harry 
Fludyer at Cambridge, and Conver¬ 
sational Hints for Young Shooters. 
Crown 8vo, is.; cloth, is. bd. 

LEIGH (HENRY S.).—Carols of 
Cockayne. Crown 8vo, buckram, 5s. 

LEITH (MRS. DISNEY).—The 
Children of the Chapel. Including 
a Morality Play, The Pilgrimage of 
Pleasure, by A. C. Swinburne. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6r. net. 

LELAND (C. G.).—A Manual of 
Mending and Repairing. With Dia¬ 
grams. Crown 8vo, cloth, 51. 
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LEPELLETIER, (EDMOND).— 
Madame Sans-Gene. Translated by 
John de Villikrs. Post 8vo, cloth, 

3s. bd.; illustrated boards, 2s. ; POPULAR 
Edition, medium 8vo, 6d. 

LEYS (JOHN K.), Novels by. 
The Lindsays. Post 8vo, illust. bds.,«. 
A Sore Temptation. Cr. 8vo, cl., 65. 

LI LB U RN (ADAMTr—A Tragedy 
in Marble. Crown 8vo, cloth. 35. 6d. 

LINDSAY (HARRY), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. bd. each. 

Rhoda Roberta. | The Jacobite. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 65. each. 

Judah Pyecroft, Puritan. 
The Story of Leah. 

L!NTON1E. LYNN), WorksbyT 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. bd. each ; post 8vo, illus¬ 

trated boards, 2j. each. 
Patricia Kemball. | lone. 
The Atonement of beam Dundas. 
The World Well Lost. 12 iliusts. 
The One Too Many. 
Under which Lord? With 12 Iliusts. 
‘ My Love.’ | Sowing the Wind. 
Paston Carew. | Dulcie Eiverton. 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
An Octave of Friends. Crewn Svo, 

cloth, jr. bd. 
Patricia Kemball. Popular Edi¬ 

tion, medium 8vo, bd. 

LITTLE (MAUDE), Novels by. 
Crown Svo, doth, bs. each. 

At the Sign of the Burning Bush. 
A Woman on the Threshold. 

LONDON CLUBS : Their His- 
tory and Treasures. By Ralph 
Nevill. With Coloured Frontispiece 
and 8 Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth, ys. 6rf. net. 

L0R1A1ER (NORMA).—The 
Pagan Woman. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3.1. bd. 

LUCAS (ALICE). — Talmudic 
Legends, Hymns, and Paraphrases. 
Post 8vo, half-parchment, 2r. net. 

LUCAS (E. V.), Books by. 
Anne’s Terrible Good Nature, and 

other Stories for Children. With 12 
illustrations by A. H. BUCKLAND, and 
Coloured End-Papers and Cover bv 
F. D. Bedford. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

A Book of Verses for Children. 
With Coloured Title-page. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, bs. 

Three Hundred Games and Pas¬ 
times. By E. V. Lucas and Elizabeth 
Lucas. Pott 4(0, cloth, bs. net. 

The Flamp, and other Stories. 
Roval i6mo. cloth, is. net. 

LYRE D’AMOUR (La).-Aa An- 
thology of French Love Poems. 
Selected, with Introduction and N'-tes 
bv C. U. Lewis. With Photogravure 
Frontispiece. Crown Svo, cloth, 55. net. 

LUCY (HENRY W.).— Gideon 
Fleyce. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. bd.; post 
8vn. illustrated boards, 2s. 

MACAULAY (LORD).—The His- 
tory of England. Large Type, Fine 
Paper Edition, in 5 vols. pott 8vo, 
cloth, gilt top, 2s. net per vol.; leather, 
gilt edges, 3.?. net per vol. 

MCCARTHY(J USTIN), Kooksby. 
The Reign of Queen Anne. Two 

Vol*., demy bvo, cloth, 24j. 
A History of the Four Georges 

and of William the Fourth. 
Four Vols., demy Svo, cloth, I2j each. 

A History of Our Own Times 
from the Accession of Queen Victona to 
the General Election of 1880. Library 

Edition. Four Vols., demy 8vo. cloth. 
i2j. each —Also the Popular Edition, 

in Four Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
—And the Jubilee Edition, with an 
Appendix of Events to the end of 1886, 
in 2 Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 15J. 

A History of Our Own Times, 
Vol. V.,from 1880 to the Diamond Jubilee 
Demy Svo, cloth, 12s.: crown 8vo, cloth 6s. 

A History of Our Own Times, 
Vols. VI. and VII.,from 1897 toAccesstun 
of Edward VII. 2 Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 
245.; crown 8vo, cloth. 6r. each. 

A Short History of Our Own 
Times, from the Accession of Queen 
Victotia to the Accession of King 
Edward VII. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt 
top, 6,r.: aiso the Popular Edition, 

post Svo, cl., 2s. bd. net ; and the Cheap 

Edition (to the veari88c), med. 8vo, bd. 

Fine Paper Editions. 
Pott Svo, cloth, gilt top, 2j. net per vol.; 

leather, gilt edges. 3r. net per vol. 
The Reign of Queen Anne, in 1 Vol. 
A History of the Four Georges 

and of William IV., in 2 vols. 
A History of Our Own Times from 

Accession of Q, Victoria to igor, in 4 Vols. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 31,6d. each ; post 8vo, pict. 
boards. 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2r. bd.each. 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 
My Enemy’s Daughter. 
A Fair Saxon. | Lin’ey Rochford. 
DearLadyDisdain. | The Dictator. 
Miss Misanthrope. With 12 Iliusts. 
Donna Quixote. With 12 Illustrations. 
The Comet of a Season. 
Maid of Athens. With 12 Illustrations. 
Camiola. 
Red Diamondmj The Riddle Ring. 

‘ -rown bvo, cloth, 3$. bd. each. 
The Three Disgraces. | Mononia. 
Julian Revelstone. 
‘The Right Honourable.’ By Justin 

McCarthy and Mrs. Campbell Praed. 
Crown 8vo. cloth, bs. 

MCCARTHY (J. H.), Works by.- 
The French Revolution. (Consti¬ 

tuent Assembly, 1789-91.) Four Vols., 
demvSvo, cloth, I2j. each. 

An Outline of the History of 
Ireland. Crown 8vo, is. ; cloth, ir.6d. 
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McCarthy (J. h.) —continued. 
Hafiz in London. 8vo, gold cloth, 3r. 6d. 
Our Sensation Novel. Crown 8vo, 

ir.; cloth, is. 6d. 
Doom: An Atlantic Episode. Crown 8vo, is. 
Lily Lass. Crown 8vo. ir.; cloth, ir. 6d. 
A London Legend. Cr. 8vo,cloth, 3s. 6d. 

MAC COLL (HUGH).—Mr. 
Stranger’s Sealed Packet. Cr. 8vo, 
cloth 35. 6d. : post 8vo, illus. boards. 2s. 

MACDONALD (Dr. GEORGE), 
(looks by. 

Works of Fancy and Imagination 
Ten Vols., i6mo, cloth, gilt, in case, 2ij.; 
or separately, Grolier cloth, 2s. 6d. each. 
Also in i6mo, doth, gilt top, is. net per 
Vol.; leather, gilt top, 3s. net perVol. 

Vol. I. Within and Without —The 
Hidden Life. 

„ II. The Disciple — The Gospel 
Women—Book op Sonnets— 
Organ Songs. 

„ III. Violin Songs—Songs of the 
Days and Nights—A Book 
of Dreams—Roadside Poems 
—Poems for Children. 

„ IV. Parables—Ballads— Scotch 
„ V. & VI. Phantasies. [Songs. 
„ VII. The Portent. 
„ VIII. The Light Princess — Tiie 

Giant's Heart—Shadows. 
„ IX. Cross Purposes—Golden Key 

Carasotn—LittleDatlight. 
„ X. The Cruel Painter—The Wow 

o’Rivvkn—The Castle—The 
Broken Swords—The Gray 
Wolf—Uncle Cornelius. 

Poetical Works of George Mac¬ 
Donald. 2 Vols., cr.Svo, buckram. I2r.; 
or in the St. Martin’s Library, pott 
8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2r. net per vol. ; 
leather, gilt edges, 3r. net per vol. 

Heather and Snow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3J. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Lilith. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. 

The Pocket George MacDonald: 
Passages Chosen by A. H. Hyatt. i6mo, 
cloth gilt, 2s. net; leather gilt, 3r. net. 

MACDONELL (AGNES).— 
Quaker Cousins. Post 8vo. boards, is. 

MACH RAY (ROBERT), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.s’. 611. each. 

A Blow over the Heart. 
The Private Detective. 
Her Honour. 
Sentenced to Death. 
The Mystery of Lincoln’s Inn- 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; CHEAP 
Edition, picture cover, is. net. 

The Woman Wins. Cr. 8vo.cloth, 6s. 

MACKAY (Dr. CHAS.). —Inter- 
ludes and Undertones. Cr.8vo.cloth.6r. 

MACKAY ^WILLIAM). — A 
Mender of Nets. Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s. 

MACKENZIE (W. A.).—The 
Drsxel Dream. Crown Svo, cloth, 6t 

MACLISEPortraitGallery (The) 
of illustrious Literary Characters: 
8s Portraits by Daniel Maclisp: ; 
with Memoirs by William Bates, B.A. 
Crown 8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

MAGIC LANTERN, The, and its 
Management. By T. C. Hepworth. 
With 10 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, is.; doth, is.6d. 

MAGNA CHARTA: A Facsimile of 
the Original, 3 ft. by 2 ft., with Arms and 
Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours, 5.?. 

MALLOCK (\V. H.), Works by. 
The New Republic. Post 8vo. cloth, 

3s. 6d ; illustrated boards, is.; Large 
Type, Fine Paper Edition, pott 8vo, 
cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ; leather, gilt edges, 
3s. net. _ 

Poems. Small 4to, parchment, 8s. 
Is Life Worth Living? Crown 8vo, 

buckram, 6s. 

MALLORY (Sir THOMAS).— 
Mort d’ Arthur, Selections from, edited 
by B. M. Ranking. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 

MARGUERITTE (PAUL and 
VICTOR), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
The Disaster. Translated by F. Lees. 
Vanity. Translated by K. S. West. With 

Portrait Frontispiece. 

The Commune. Translated by F. Lees 
and K. B, Douglas. Cr, 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

MARKING (Yoshio), Books by. 
A Japanese Artist in London. 

With 8 Ihusts. in Three Colours and 4 in 
Monochrome. Cr. Svo, cloth, 6s. net. 

Oxford frsm Within. By Hugh dk 
SflLlNCOURT. With a Note and 12 Illus¬ 
trations in Three Colours and 8 In Sepia 
by Yoshio Markino. Demy 8vo, cloth, 
7s. 6d. net.: parchment, 15s. net. 

Large fcap. 4to, cloth, 20s. net each ; Large 
Paper Copies, parchment, 42s. net each. 
The Colour of London. By W. J. 

LOFTIK, F.S.A. With Introduction by 
M. H. Spielmann, Preface and Illus¬ 
trations in Three Colours and Sepia by 
Yoshio Markino. 

The Colour of Paris. By MM. Les 
Academiciens Gon’court. With Intro¬ 
duction by L B£n£dite, Preface and 
Illustrations in Three Colours and Sepia 
by Yoshio Markino. 

The Colour of Rome. By Olavf. M. 
Potter. With Introduction by Doug¬ 
las Sladen, Preface and Illustrations 
in Three Colours and Sepia by Yoshio 
Markino.__ 

MARLOWE’S Works, including 
his Translations. Edited with Notes by 
Col. Cunningham. Cr. 8vo. cloth, 3s.6d. 

MARSH (RICHARD).-A 
Spoiler of Men. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.; 
Popular Edition, medium 8vo, 6d. 
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MASTER OF GAME (THE): 
The Oldest English Book on 
Hunting. By Edward, Second Duke 
of York. Edited by W. A. and F. 
Baillie-Grohman. With Introduction 
by Theodore Roosevelt, Photogravure 
Frontispiece, and 23 Full-page Illustns. 
after Illuminations. Large cr. 8vo. 
cl, 7s. 6d.ne.t; parchment, 10s. 6d. net. 

MASSINQER’S Plays. From the 
Text of William Gifford. Edited by 

Col. Cunningham. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3.5. 6d. 

MASTERMAN (J.).—Half - a 
dozen Daughters. Post Svo, fads., 2s. 

MATTHEWS (BRANDER).—A 
Secret of the Sea. Post 8vo, illus¬ 
trated boards, 2s. : Cloth, 2s. 6d. 

MAX O’ RE L L7 B ooks by. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

Her Royal Highness Woman. 
Between Ourselves. 
Rambles in Womanland. 

MEDICI (Lives of jthe EARLY) as 
told in their Letters. By Janet Ross. 
With Illustrations and Facsimiles. Demy 
Svo. cloth, ios. 6d. net. 

MEADE (L. T.), Novels by. 
A Soldier of Fortune. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, 3s. 6d.; post Svo, illust. boards, 2s. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.1. 6d. each. 
The Voles of the Charmer. 
In an Irpfi Grip. | The Siren. 
Dr. Kumsey’s Patient. 
On the Brink of a Chasm. 
The Way of a Woman. 
A Son of Ishmael. 
An Adventuress. | Rosebury. 
The Blue Diamond. 
A Stumble by the Way. 
This Troublesome World. 

MEDIEVAL LIBRARY (The 
New). Small crown 8vo, pure rag 
paper, boards, 5s. net per vol. ; pigskin 
with clasps, 7s- i>d. net per vol. 

1. The Book of the Duka of True 
Dovers. Translated from the Middle 
French of Christine de Pisan, with 

Notes by Alice Kemp-Welph. Wood- 
cut Title and 6 Photogravures. 

2. Of the Tumbler of our Dady, 
and other Miracles. Translated 
from the ^Middle French' of Gautier de 

Coinpi, &c„ with Notes by Alice Kemp- 

Welch. Woodcut and 7 Photogravures. 
3. l’ha Chatelaine of Vergi. Trans¬ 

lated from the Middle French by Alice 

Kemp-Welch, with the original Text, 
and an Introduction by Dr. L.Brandin. 

Woodcut Title and 5 Photogravures. 
4. The Babees’ Book. Edited from 

Dr. Furnivall’s Texts, with Notes, by 
Edith Rickert. Woodcut Title and 6 
Photogravures. 

5 The Book of the Divine Con¬ 
solation of Saint Angela da 
Foligno. Translated by MaI)Y G. 

Steegmann. Woodcut Title and Iliusts. 

MEDIEVAL LIBRARY (The)—continued. 
6. The Legend of the Holy Fina, 

Virgin of Santo Geminiano. 
Translated by M. Mansfield. Woodcut 

Title and 6 Photogravures. 
7. Early English Romances of 

Dove. Edited in Modern English by 
Edith Rickert. 5 Photogravures. 

8. Early English Romances of 
Friendship. Edited, with Notes, by 
Edith Rickert. 6 Photogravures. 

9. The Cell of Self-Knowledge. 
Seven Early Mystical Treatises printed in 
1851. Edited, with Introduction and 
Notes, by Edmund Gardner, M.A. 
Collotype Frontispiece in two colours. 

10. Ancient English Christmas 
Carols, 1400-1700. Collected and 
arranged by Edith Rickert. With 8 
Photogravures. Special price of this 
volume, boards, 7s. 6d. net; pigskin 
with clasps, ios. 6d. net. 

11. Trobador Poets: Selections from 
the Poems of Eight Trobadors. Trans¬ 
lated from the Provencal, with Intro¬ 
duction and Notes, by Barbara 

Smythe. With Coloured Frontispiece 
and Decorative Initials. 

MELBA: A Biography. By 
Agnes M. Murphy. With Chapters by 
Madame Melba on The Art of Sing¬ 
ing and on The Selection of Music as 
A PROFESSION. Portraits, Views, and Fac¬ 
similes. Demy 8vo, cloth, 165. net. 

MERRICK (HOPE). — When a 
Girl’s Engaged. Cr. 8vo, cloth. 35.6d. 

MERRICK (LEONARD), by. 
The Man who was Good. Crown 

8vo, cf., 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 31. 6d. each. 
Cynthia. |_ This Stage of Fools. 

METHVEN (PAUL), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 

Influences. 1 Billy._ 

M E Y N E L L (A LI C E).—The 
Flower of the Mind : a Choice 
among the Best Poems. In i6mu, 
cloth, gilt, 2s. net; leather, 35. net. 

MINTO (WM.).—Was She Good 
or Bad? Crown Svo, cloth. ly. 6d. 

MITCHELL (EDM.), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.5. 61i. each. 

The Done Star Rush. With S lllusts. 
Only a Nigger. 
The Belforts of Culben. 

Crown Svo, picture cloth, flat backs, 2i. each. 
Plotters of Paris. 
The Temple of Death. 
Towards the Eternal Snows. 

MOLESWORTH (Mri^ — 
Hathercourt Rectory. Crown 8vo, 
cloth. 3J. 6d. : post 8vo, illust. boards. 2s. 

MONCRIEFF (W. D. SCOTT-).— 
The Abdication: A Drama. With 7 
Etchings. Imperial 4to, buckram, 21 s. 
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MJTFORD (BERTRAM), Novels 
by'. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. 6d. each. 

Renshaw Fanning’s Quest. 
Triumph of Hilary Blachland. 
Haviland’s Chum. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each ; picture cloth, 
flat back, 2r. each. 

The Buck of Gerard Ridgeley. 
The King’s Assegai. With 6 Iilusts. 
The Gun-Runner. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d.; 

Cheap Edition, medium 8vo., 6d. 
Harley Greenoak’s Charge. Crown 

8vo, cloth, 6s. 

MORROW (W. C.).—Bohemian 
Paris of To-Day. With 106 Iilusts.by 
Edouard Cucukl. Smalldemv 8vo.cl.,6j. 

NEWBOLT (HENRY).-Taken 
from the Enemy. With 8 Illustrations 
in Colour by Gerald Leake. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net ; or fcap. 8vo, 
without illustrations, paper cover, is. 

N1SBET (HUME), Books by. 
‘Bail Up I’ Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. • 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 21.; 
Popular Edition, medium 8vo, bd. 

Dr. Bernard St. Vincent. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 

OHNET (QEORQES), Novels by. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Dp. Rameau. 1 & I^ast Love. 
A Weird Gift. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

MUDDOCK (J. E.), Stories by. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. each. 

Basile the Jester. 
The Golden Idol._ 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 
The Dea,d Man’s Secret. 
From the Bosom of the Deep. 
Stories Weird and Wonderful. 

Post Svo, illnst. boards, 2.1. ; cloth, 2s. bd. 
Maid Marian and Kobin Hood. 

With 12 Illus. by Stanley L. Wood. Cr, 

8vo, cloth, 3j. bd.; picture cl. flat back. 2j. 

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE), 
Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3j. bd. 
each; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

A Bife's Atonement. 
Joseph’s Coat. With 12 Illustrations. 
Coals of Fire. With 3 Illustrations. 

Val Strange. I A Wasted Crime. 
A Capful o’ Nails. 1 Hearts. 
The Way of the World. 
Mount Despair. | A Model Father. 
Old Blazer's Hero. 
By the Gate of the Sea. 
A Bit of Human Nature. 
First Person Singular. 
Bob Martin's Bittle Girl. 
Time’s Revenges. 
Cynic Fortune. 1 In Direst Peril. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. each. 

This Bittle World. 
A Race for Millions. 
The Church of Humanity. 
Tales in Prose and Verse. 
Despair’s Bast Journey. 
V.C.: A Chronicle of Castle Barfield. 

Verona's Father. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6r. 

His Own Ghost. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

3s. bd.: picture cloth, flat back, 2j. 

Joseph’s Coat. Popular Edition, bd. 

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) and 
HENkY HERMAN, Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6a!. each ; post Svo, 

illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

One Traveller Returns. 
The Bishops’ Bible. 
Paul Jonas’ s Alias. With Illustrations 

by A, ForKSTikr and G, Nicolbt. 

MQRDAU (MAX).—Morganatic] 
Traps, by Elizabeth Lee. Cr, 8vo, cl, 6s. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3$. bd. each. 
The Path of Glory. 
Bove’s Depths. 
The Money-maker. 
The Woman of Mystery. 
The Conqueress. 

OUIDA, Novels by. Crown Svo, 
cloth, 3i. bd. each ; post Svo, illustrated 
boards, 2s. each. 

Trieotrin. 
Ruffin©. 
Othmar. 
Frescoes. 
Wanda. 
Ariadne. 
Pascarel. 
Chandos. 
Moths. 
Puck. 
Idalia. 
Bimbi. 
Signa. 
Friendship, 
Guilderoy. 

A Bog of Flanders. 
Cecil Castlemaine’s 

Gage. 
Princess Hapraxina. 
Held in Bondage. 
Under Two Flags. 
Folle-Farine. 
Two Wooden Shoe?. 
A Village Commune. 
In a Winter City. 
Santa Barbara. 
In Maremma. 
Strathmore. 
Pipistrelle. 
Two Offenders. 
Syrlin. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. bd. each, 
A Rainy June. | The Massarenes. 

The Waters of Edera. 
Crown Svo, picture cloth, flat back, 25. each. 

Syrlin. I The Waters of Edera. 
Popular Editions, medium Svo, bd. each. 
Under Two Flags. Moths. 
Held in Bondage. Puck. 
Strathmore. Trieotrin. 
The Massarenes. Chandos. 
Friendship. Ariadne. 
Two Bittle Wooden Shoes. 
Ictalla. | Othmar. I Pascarel. 
A Village Commune. (Crown 8vo.) 
Folle-Farine._ 

Two Bittle Wooden Shoes. Large 
Ta pe Edition. Fcap. Svo, cloth, is. net. 

Demy Svo, cloth, 51. net each. 
A Dog of Flanders, The Niirn- 

foerg Stove, t&c. With 8 Illustrations 
in Colour by Maria L. Kirk. 

Bimbi: Stories for Children. With 8 
Illustrations in Colour by MARIAL. Kirk. 

Wisdom, Wit, &hd Pathos, selected 
from the Works of OUIDA by F. SYDNEY 
Morris. Pott.Svo, cloth, gilt top, zs. net; 
leather, gilt edges, 31. net, 
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NORRIS (W. E.), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Saint Ann’s._| Billy Bellew. 
Miss Wentworth’s Idea. Crown8vo, 

cloth. 3.S. (hi. 

OLIPHANT (Mrs.), Novels by. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2j. each. 

The Primrose Path. 
The Greatest Heiress in England 
Whiteladies. Crown 8vo, cloth, with 12 

Illustrations, 3,5. bd. ; post Svo, bds., 2s. 
The Sorceress. Crown 8vo,cloth, 3s 6d. 

05BOURNE (LLOYD), Stories 
by. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. (id. each. 

The Motormaniaos. 
Three Speeds Forward. With Illusts. 

0 SHAUGHINESSY (ARTHUR). 
Music & Moonlight. Fcp. Svo cl.,7r.6d. 

PAGETTfFlDMAS NELSON).— 
■Santa Claus's Partner. With 8 
Coloured Illustrations by Olga Morgan, 
and Cover Design by F. D. Bedford. 
Crown 8vo, cloth. 3.5. (id. net. 

PAIN (feARRY).—Eliza’s Hus- 
band. Fcap.,8vo, is.; cloth, is. bd. 

PANDURANG HARI; or, 
Memoirs of a Hindoo. With Preface 
by Sir Bartle Frere. Post 8vo, illus¬ 
trated boards, 2s. 

PARIS SALON, The illustrated 
Catalogue of the. With about 300 illus¬ 
trations. Published annually. Dv. 8vo. 

PAUL (MARGARET A.).—Gentle 
and Simple. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3$. 6d.; 

_post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

PAYN (JAME5), Novels by. 
Crown Svo. cloth, 3s. bd. each ; post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Lost Sir Massingberd. 
The Clyffards of Clyffe. 
A County Family. 
Less Klack than We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 1 For Cash Only. 
High Wpirits. I Sunny Stories. 
A Confidential Agent. 
A Grape from a Thorn. 12 Illusts. 
The Family Scapegrace. 
Holiday Tasks. | At Her Mercy. 
The Talk of the Town. 12 Illusts. 

The Mystery of Mirbridge. 
The Word and the Will. 
The Burnt Million. 
A Trying Patient. 
Gwendoline’s Harvest. 

Post Svo, Illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Humorous Stories. | From Exile. 
The Foster Brothers. 
Married Beneath Him. 
Bentinck’s Tutor. 
Walter’s Word. | Fallen Fortunes. 
A Perfect Treasure. 
Like Father, Like Son. 
A Woman’s Vengeance. 
Carlyon’s Year. | Cecil’s Tryst. 
Murphy’s Master. 

PAYN (JAMES)—continued. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each. 

Some Private Views. 
Found Bead. | Mirk Abbey. 
A Marine Residence. 
The Canon’s Ward. 
Not Wooed, But Won. 
Two Hundred Pounds Reward. 
The Best of Husbands. 
Halves. | What He Cost Her. 
Kit: A Memory. | Under One Roof. 
Glow-Worm Tales. 
A Prince of the Blood. 

A Modern Dick Whittington. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, with Portrait of Author, 
3s. bd.\ picture cloth. Hat back, 2s. 

Notes from the ‘ News.’ Crown 8vo, 
cloth, it. bd. 

Popular Editions, medium 8vo, bd. each. 

Lost Sir Massingberd. 
Walter’s Word. | By Proxy. 

PAYNE (WILL). — Jerry the 
Dreamer. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 

PEARS (CHARLES).—From the 
Thames to the Seine. With 40 Illusts. 
in Colours and Monochrome. Large 

■fcap. 4to, cloth, 121. 6d. net. 

PENNELL - ELM HIRST (Cap- 
tain E.).—The Best of the Fun. 
With 8 Coloured Illustrations and 48 
others. Medium 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 

PENNY (F. E.), Novels by. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. each. 

The Sanyasi. I TheTea-Planter. 
Caste and Creed. I Inevitable Law. 

_Dilys. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 

The Unlucky Mark. | Sacrifice. 
Dark Corners. | The Rajah. 
Poflu.ar Editions, medium Svo, bd. each. 

TheTea-Planter. | Caste and Creed. 

PERRIN (ALICE), Novels by7 
Idolatry. Crown 8vo. cloth. 6s. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.5. 6d. each. 
A Free Solitude. I East of Suez. 
The Waters of Destruction. 
Red Records. 
The Stronger Claim. 

Popular Editions, medium Svo, bd. each. 

The Stronger Claim. 
Tue Waters of Destruction. 

PETIT HOMME ROUGE (Le), 
Hooks by. Demy Svo, cl., 7s. bd. net each. 

Tha Favourites of Henry of 
Navarre. With Six Portraits. 

The Favourites of Louis XIV. 
With Portrai s._[.Preparing. 

PETRARCH’S SECRET^ or, 
1 be Soul’s Conflict with Passion. 
Three Dialogues, Translated from the 
Latin by W. H. Draper. With 2 Illus¬ 
trations, Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 

PHELPS (E. S.).—Jack the 
Fisherman. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. bd. 
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I PHIL MAY’S Sketch-Book : 54 
Cartoons. Crown folio, cloth, 2r. 6d. 

i PM I PS0N (DF. T. L.h — Famous 
Violinists and Fine Violins. Crown 

_8vo, cloth, 5s. 

\ PILKINOThN (L. L.).— Mallen- 
_der’s Mistake. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. 

\ PLANCHic (J. R.).—Songs and 
Poems. Edited by Mrs. Mackarness. 
Crown 8vo, doth, 6s. 

! P L A V S ITF OUR FORE- 
FATHERS, and some of the Tradi¬ 
tions upon which they were founded. 
By C. M, Gayley, LL.D. With numerous 

_illustrations. Royal 8vo,cloth, 125. 61i.net. 

PLUTARCH’S Lives of Illus¬ 
trious Men. With Life of Plutarch 
by J. and W. Lanohorne, and Por¬ 
traits. Two Vols., 8vo, half-cloth, 10s. 6d. 

POE’S (ED(fAR ALLAN) Choice 
Works; Poems, Stories, Essays. 
With an Introduction by Charles 
Baudelaire, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

POLLOCK (W.H.).—The Charm~ 
and Other Drawing-Room Plays* 
By Sir Walter Besant and Walter 
H. Pollock, With 50 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

POTTS (HENRY).— His Final 
Flutter. Crown 8vo, clpth, 6s. 

PRAED (Mrs. CAMPBELL), 
Novels by. Post 8vo, illus. boards, 2s. ea. 

The Romance of a Station. 
The Soul of Countess Adrian. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, is. each. 
Outlaw and Lawmaker. 
Christina Chard. 
Mrs. Tregasfciss. With 8 Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 61i. each. 

Nulma. | Madame Izan. 
‘As a Watch in the Night.’ 
The Lost Bari of Bilan. 

PRESLAND (JOHN), Dramas 
by. Fcap. 4to, cloth, 51. each. 

Mary Queen of Scots. 
Mania and the Defence of Venice. 

The Deluge, and other Poems. Cr. 
8yo, hand-made paper, quarter-parch- 
ment, 3s. 6d. net. _ 

PRICE (E. C.). — Valentina. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. 

PROCTOR (RICHARD A.), 
Works by. Crown 8vo,cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 

Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps 
for every Night in the Year. 

Flowers of the Sky. With 55 Illusts. 
Familiar Science Studies. 
Mysteries of Time and Space. 
The Universe of Suns. 
Saturn and its System. With 13 

Steel Plates. Demy Svo, cloth, 6s. 
Wages and Wants of Science 

Workers. Crown 8vo, is. 6a. 

PRYCE (RICHARD).—Miss 
Maxwell’s Affections. Crown 8vo, 
cioth, 3s. 6d. post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. 

RAB AND HIS FRIENDS. By 
Dr. John Brown. Square i6mo, with 
Frontispiece, cloth, is. net. 

READE’S (CHARLES) Novels'. 
Collected Library Edition, in Seventeen 
Volumes, crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d each. 

Peg Woffington; and Christie 
Johnstone. 

Hard Cash. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 

With a Preface by Sir Walter Besant. 

‘It is Never Too Late to Mend.’ 
The Course of True Love Never 

Did Run Smooth; and Single- 
heart and Doubleface. 

The Autobiography of a Thief: 
Jack of all Trades; A Hero and 
a Martyr; The Wandering Heir. 

Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
The Double Marriage. 
Put Yourself in His Place. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
Griffith Gaunt. I A Woman-Hater. 
Foul Play. | A Simpleton. 
The Jilt: and Good Stories of Man 

and other Animals. 
A Perilous Secret. 
Readiana; and Bible Characters. 

Also in Twenty-one Volumes, post 8vo, illus¬ 
trated boards, is. each. 

Peg Woffington. | A Simpleton. 
Christie Johnstone. 
‘It is Never Too Late to Mend.’ 
The Course of True Love Never 

Did Run Smooth. 
Autobiography of a Thief; Jack 

of all Trades; James Lambert. 
Love Me Little, Love Me i-ong. 
The Double Marriage. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
Hard Cash. | Readiana. 
Foul Play. I Griffith Gaunt. 
Put Yourself in His Place. 
The Wandering Heir. 
A Woman-Hater. 
Singleheart and Doubleface. 
Good stories of Man, &c. 
The Jilt; and other Stones. 
A Perilous Secret._ 

Large Type, Fine Paper Editions. 

Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net each ; leather, 
gilt edges, 3s. net each. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. With 
32 Illustrations by M. B. Hkwkrdine. 

‘It is Never Too Late to Mend.’ 
Popular Editions, medium 8vo, 6d. each. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 
‘ It is Never Too Late to Mend.’ 
Foul Play. | Hard Cash. 
Peg Woffington; and Christie 

Johnstons. 
Griffith Gaunt. 
Put Yourself in His Place. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
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READE (CHARLES)—continued. 
Popular Editions, medium 8vo, 6i. each. 
A Perilous Secret. 
A Woman-hater.. 
The Course of (gjgig Love. 
The Wandering Heir. Large Type 

Edition, (cap.8vo, cloth. .14. net. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 

With 16 Photogravure and 84 half-tone 
Illustrations by Matt B. Hewerdine. 
Srmill 4to, cloth, 69. net.—Also the 
St. Martin’s Illustrated Edition, 
with 20 Illustrations in 4 Colours and 
10 in Black and White by Byam Shaw, 
R.I. Demy 8vo, cloth, 12j. 6d.; parch¬ 
ment, 169. net. 

ROSS (ALBERT).—A Sugar 
Princess. Crown 8vo, cloth, 39. 6d. 

ROWS ELL (MARY C.).— 
Monsieur de Paris. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, 39. 6d. 

ROYAL COLLECTIONS, Notes 
on Pictures in the. Edited by Lionel 
CUST, M.V.O., and published by permis¬ 
sion of H.M. King George V. With 54 
Illustrations in Photogravure, Collotype, 
and Half-tone. Roy. 4to, cl., 1 is.6d. net. 

RUNCIMAN (J AS.).—Skippers 
and Shellbacks. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

RICHARDSON (FRANK), Novels 
by. 

The Man who Lost his Past. With 
50 Illustrations by Tom Browne. R.I. 
Crown 8vq, cloth, 3s. bd. ; POPULAR 
EDITION, picture cover, is. net. 

The Bayswater Miracle. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, os. each. 
The King’s Counsel. 
Semi-Society. | Thera and Back. 

RIDDELL (Mrs.), Novels by. 
A Rich Man’s Daughter. Crown 

8vo, cloth. 3s. 6d. 
Weird Stories. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

3s. 6d.; post 8vo, picture boards, 2.9. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2.9. each. 
The Uninhabited House. 
Prince of Wales’s Garden Party. 
The Mystery in Palace Gardens. 
Fairy Water. | Idle Tales. 
Her Mother’s Darting. 

RUSKIN SERIES (The). Square 
l6mo. cl.,.with Frontispieces, is. net ea. 

The King of the Golden River. 
By John Rusxin. Illustrated by 
Richard Doyle. 

Raskin as a Religious Teacher. 
By F, W. Farrar, D.D. 

Bab and his Friends. By Dr. John 
Brown. 

Old Christmas. By Washington 
Irving. 

Fairy Tales from Tuscany. By 1. 
M. Anderton. 

RUSSELL (W. CLARK), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; 
cloth, 2s. 6d. each. 

Round the Galley-Fire, 
in the Middle Watch. 
On the Fo’k’sle Head. 
A Yoyage to the Cape. 
A Book for the Hammock; 
The Mystery of the 1 Ocean Star.’ 
The Romance of Jenny Harlowe. 
The Tale of the Ten. 
An Ocean Tragedy. 
My Shipmate Louise. 
Alone on a Wide Wide Sea, 
The Good Ship ‘ Mohock.’ 
The Phantom Death. 
Is He the Man? | Heart of Oak. 
The Convict Ship. 
The Last Entry. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 39. bd. each. 
A Tale of Two Tunnels. 
The Death Ship. 
The ‘ Pretty Polly.’ With 12 Illustra¬ 

tions by G. E. Robertson. 
Overdue. | Wrong Side Out. 

RIVES (AMELIE), Stories by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

Barbara Dering. 
Meriel: A Love Story. 

ROBINSON (F. W.), Novels by. 
Women are Strange. Post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, 2s. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo> 
illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The Hands of Justice. 
The Woman in the Dark. 

ROLFE (FR.), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 

Hadrian the Seventh. 
Don Tarquinio. 

ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY, 
THE: List of the PrincipalWarriors who 
came from Normandy with William the 
Conqueror, 1066. In Gold and Colours, 5s. 

Popular Editions, medium 8vo, bd. each. 
The Convict Ship. 
Is He the Man? 
Wrong Side Out. cheap Edition. 

Crown Svo, cloth, is. net. ROMAUNT (THE) OF THE 
ROSE. With 20 Illustrations in 
Coloured Collotype by Kfith HENDER¬ 
SON and Norman Wilkinson. Crown 
4to, cloth, 219. net. 

RUSSELL (HERBERT).—True 
Blue. Crown Svo, cloth, 39. bd. 

RUSSELL (DORA), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; picture 
cloth, flat back, 2s, net each. 

A Country Sweetheart, 
The Drift of Fate. 

ROSENGARTEN(A.).—A Hand¬ 
book of Architectural Styles. Trans¬ 
lated by W. Collett-Sandars. With 
630 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 79. 6d. 
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RUSSIAN BASTILLE, THE 
(The Fortress of Schluesselburg). By I. 
P. Youvatshkv. Translated by A. S. 
Rappoport, M.A. With 16 Plates. 
Demy 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. net,_ 

SAINT AUBYN (ALAN), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d, each ; post 
8vo. illustrated boards, is. each. 

A Fellow of Trinity. With a Note 
by Oliver Wendell Holmes. 

Tlie Junior Dean. 
Orchard Damerel. 
The Master of St. Benedict's. 
In the Face of the World. 
To Mis Own Master. 
The Xremlett Diamonds. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3$. 6d. each. 
The Wooing of May. 
Fortune’s Gate. 
A Tragic Honeymoon. 
Gallantry Bower. 
A Proctor’s Wooing. 
Bonnie Maggie iiauder. 
Mrs. Dunbar’s Secret. 
Mary Unwin. With 8 Illustrations, 

SAINT JOHN (BAYLE). — A 
Levantine Family. Cr. 8vo, cl„ is. fid. 

SALA (G. A.).—Gaslight and 
Daylight. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

SELINCOUKT (HUGH DE).— 
Oxford from Within, With a Note 
and 20 Illustrations in Colour and Mono¬ 
chrome by Yoshio Markino. DemySvo, 
cloth, 75. 6d. net ; parchment, 15s. net. 

SERGEANT(ADELINE), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3r. 6d. each. 

Under False Pretences. 
Dr. Endicott’s Experiment. 
The Missing Elizabeth._ 

SERMON ON THE MOUNT 
(The). Illuminated in Gold.and Colours 
by Alberto Sangorski. Fcap. 4to, 
Jap. vellum, 6s. net ; parchment, full 
gilt, 8s. 6a. net. 

ST. MARTIN’S LIBRARY (The). 
In pocket size, cloth, gilt top, is. net per 
Vol. ; leather, gilt edges, 3s. net per Vol. 

By Sir Walter Besant. 
London. | Westminster. 
Jerusalem. By Besant and Palmer. 
AH Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
Sir Richard Whittington. 
Gaspard de Coligny. 

By Boccaccio. 

The Decameron. 
By Robert Browning. 

Pippa Passes: and Men and Wo¬ 
men. With 10 Illustrations in Colours 
by K. Fortescue Brickdale. 

Dramatis Personae ; and Dra¬ 
matic Romances and Eyries. 
With 10 Illustrations in Colours by li. 
Foktescue Brickdale. 

By Robert Buchanan. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 

■ST. MARTIN’S LIBRARY —continued. 
In pocket size, cloth, gilt t»p, is. net per Vol. ; 

leather, gilt edges, 3s. net per Vol. 
By Hall Caine. 

The Deemster. 
By Wilkie Collins. / 

The Woman in White. 
By Daniel Defoe. 

Robinson Crusoe. With 37 Illus¬ 
trations by G. CRLTKSHANK. 

By Charles Dickens. 
Speeches. With Portrait. 

By Austin Dobson. 
Eighteenth Century Vignettes. 

in Three Series, each Illustrated. 
By W. S. Gilbert. 

Original Plays. In Four Series. 
By Thomas Hardy. 

Under the Greenwood Tree. 
By Bret Harte. 

Condensed Novels. 
Mliss, The Duck of Roaring Camp, 

and other Stories. With Portrait. 
Poetical Works. 

By Oliver Wendell Holmes. 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast- 

Table. Illustrated by I. G. THOMSON. 
Compiled bv A. H. Hyatt. 

The Charm of London: An Anthology. 
The Charm of Edinburgh. 
The Charm of Venice. 
The Charm of Paris. 

By Richard Jefferies. 

The Life of the Fields. 
The Open Air. < 
Nature near London. 

By Charles Lamb. 
The Essays of Elia. 

By Lord Macaulay. 
History of England, in 5 Volumes. 

By Justin McCarthy. 
The Reign of Queen Anne, in r Vol. 
A History of the Four Georges 

and of William IV., in 1 Vois. 
A History of Our Own Times from 

Accession of Q. Victoria to 1901, in 4 Vols. 
By George MacDonald. 

Poetical Works. In 2 yojs. 
Works of Fancyand Imagination, 

in io Vpls. ibmo. (For List, see p. 19.) 
By W. H. Mallock. 

The New Republic. 
By Ouida. 

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos. Se¬ 
lected by F. Sydney Morris. 

By Charles Reade. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. With 
32 Illustrations by M. B. Hewerdine. 

‘It is Never Too Date to Mend.’ 
Se lected by Frank Sidgwicic 

Ballads and Lyrics of Dove. 
With 10 Coloured IHusts. by ByamShaw. 

Historical and Legendary Bal¬ 
lads. Wtth 10 Coloured Illustrations 
by Byam Shaw. 

By Robert Louis Stevenson. 
An Inland Voyage. 
Travels with a Donkey. 
The Silverado Squatters. 
Memories and Portraits. 
Virginibus Puerlsque, 
Men and Books. 
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ST. MARTIN’S LIBRARY —continued. 
In pocket size, cl"th, gilt to is. ne pe Vol. 

leather, gilt edges, $s. net per Vol. 
By Robert Lodis Stevenson. 

New Arabian Nights. 
Across th® Plains. 
The Merry Men. 
Prince Otto. 
In the South Seas. 
Essays of Travel. 
Weir of Hermiston. 
Tales a®d Fantasies. 
The Art of Writing. 
Collected Poems. 

Bv H. A. TAINE. 
History of English Literature, 

4 Vols. With 32 Portraits. 
By Mark Twain.—Sketches. 

By Walton and Cotton, 
The Complete Angler. 

By Walt Whitman. 
Poems. Selected and Edited by W. M. 

Rossetti. With Portrait. 

SEYMOUR (CYRIL), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 

The Magic of To-Morrow. 
Comet Chaos._ 

SHADOWLESS MAN (THE) 
Peter Schlemilil. By A.von Chamisso. 
Translated by Sir JOHN BowuiNG. and 
Illustrated by Gordon Browne. Demy 
8ro, cloth, 3r. 6d, net. 

SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY 
Part 1. 

THE OLD-SPELLING 
SHAKESPEARE. 

With the spelling of the Quarto or the 
E'olio as the basis of the Text, and all 
changes marked in heavy type. Edited, 
with brief Introductions and Notes, by F 
]. Furnivall, M.A., D. Lift., and F. W, 
CLARKE, M.A. Demy 8vo, cloth, 25 
6d. net each Play ; or Library Edition 
pare rag paper, half-parchment, 5s. net 
per Play. A list of the volumes already 
published or in the press may be had. 

Part II. 
THE SHAKESPEARE CLASSICS 

Small crown 8vo, quarter-bound antique 
grey boards, is. 6d. net per vol.; whole 
gold-brown velvet persian, 4J. net 
per vol.; also a Limited Edition 
larger paper, half parchment, gilt tops 
5s. net. per vol. Each volume witli 
Frontispiece. 

Volumes published or in preparation. 
Lodge’s ‘Rosalynde’: the 
original of Shakespeare's ‘As 
You Like It.” Edited by W. W, 
Greg, M.A. 

2. Greene’s ‘ Pandosto,’ or ‘ Doras 
tus and Fawnia ’: the original 
of Shakespeare’s ‘Winter’i 
Tale.’ Edited by P. G. Thomas. 

3. Brooke’s Poem of ‘ Romeus and 
Juliet’: the original of Shake 
speare’s ‘Romeo and Juliet. 
Edited by P. A. Daniel. Modernised 
and re-edited by J. J. Munro, 

7- 

8. 

SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY—coni. 
SHAKESPEARE CLASSICS—cont. 

4. ‘The Troublesome Reign of 
King John’: the Play rewritten 
by Shakespeare as ‘King John.' 
Edited by F. J. Furnivall, D.Litt. 

5,6. ‘The History of Hamlet’: 
With other Documents illustrative of 

the sources of Shakspeare’s Play, and an 
Introductory Study of the Legend of 

Hamlet by Prof. I. Gollancz. 

‘ The Play of King Leir and His 
Three Daughters ’: the old play 
cn the subject of King Lear. 
Emted bv Sidney Lee, D.Lilt. 
‘The Taming of a Shrew’: 
Being the old play used by Shakespeare 
in ‘The Taming of the Shrew.’ Edited 
bv Professor F. S. BOAS, M.A. ^ 

9. The Sources and Analogues of 
‘ A MidsummerNight’s Dream.’ 
Edited by FRA K Sidgwick. 

10. ‘The Famous Yictories of 
Henry Y.’ 

11. ‘The Mensechmi’: the original 
of Shakespeare’s ‘Comedy of 
Errors.’ Latin text, with the Eliza¬ 
bethan Translation. Edited by W. H. D. 
Rouse. Litt.D. 

12. ‘Promos and Cassandra’: 
the source of ‘ Measure for 
Measure.’ 

13. ‘Apolonius and Silla’ the 
source of ‘ Twelfth Night.’ Edited by 
Morton Luce. 

14. ‘The First Part of the Conten¬ 
tion betwixt the two famous 
Houses of York and Lancas¬ 
ter,’ aud ‘ The True Tragedy of 
Richard, Duke of York’: the 
originals of the second and third parts of 
■ King Henry VI.’ 

15. The Sources of ‘ The Tempest.’ 
16. The Sources of ‘ Cymbeline.’ 
17. The Sources and Analogues 

of ‘The Merchant of Venice.’ 
Edited by Professor I. Gollancz. 

18. Romantic Tales : the sources of 
‘ The Two Gentlemen of Verona.’ ' Merry 
Wives,’ ‘ Much Ado about Nothing,’ 
‘ All’s Well that Ends Well.’ 

19,20. Shabespeare’s Plutarch: the 
sources of ’ Julius Csesar,’ ‘Antony and 
Cleopatra,’ ‘ Coriolanus,’ and ‘Timon.’ 
Edited by C. F. Tucker Brooke, M.A. 

Part if I" 
THE LAMB SHAKESPEARE 

FOR YOUNG PEOPLE. 
With illustrations and Music. Based on 
Mary and Charles Lamb'sTalesfkom 

Shakespeare, and edited bv Professor 
I. Gollancz, who has inserted within 
a prose setting those scenes and 
passages from the Plays with which 
the young readershould early become ac. 
quaintcd. The Music arranged .by T. 
Maskell Hardy. Imperial i6mo, cloth, 
is. 6d. net per vol.; leather, is. 61i. net per 
vol.; School Edit, linen, 8d. net per vol. 

I. The Tempest. 
II. As You Like It. 
III. A Midsummer Night’s Dream. 
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SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY —cont. 
THE LAMB SHAKESPEARE —cont. 

IV. The Merchant of Venice. 
V. The Winter’s Talc. 

VI. Twelfth Night. 
VII. Cymbeline. 

VIII. Borneo and Juliet. 
IX. Macbeth. 
X. Much Ado About Nothing. 

Part IV. 
SHAKESPEARE’S ENGLAND. 

A senes of volumes illustrative of the 
life, thought, and letters of England in the 
time of Shakespeare. 

Robert Laneham’s Letter,describing 
part of the Entertainment given lo 
Queen Elizabeth at Kenilworth Castle in 
1575. With Introduction by Dr. FuRNl- 
VALL, and Illustrations. Demy Svo. 
cloth, sr. net. 

The Rogues and Vagabonds of 
Shakespeare’s Youth: reprints of 
Awdeley’s ‘ Fraternitye of Vacabondes.’ 
Harman’s ‘Caveat for CommonCursetors,’ 
Parson Haben’sor Hyberdyne’s ' Sermon 
in Praise of Thieves and Thievery,’ &c. 
With many woodcuts. Edited, with In¬ 
troduction, by Edward Viles and Dr, 
Furnivall. Demy Svo, cloth, 5s. net. 

Shakespeare’s Holinshed : a reprint 
of all the passages in Holinshed’s 
‘Chronicle’ of which use was made in 
Shakespeare's Historical Plays, with 
Notes. Edited by W. G. Boswell 
Stone. Royal 8vo, cloth, ior, 6d. net. 

The Book of Elizabethan Verse. 
Edited with Notes by William 
Stanley Braithwaite. With Frontis¬ 
piece and Vignette. Small crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3r. (id. net; vellum gilt, 7r. 6d. net. 

The Shakespeare Allusion Book. 
Reprints of all references to Shakespeare 
and hisWorks before the close ot the 17th 
century, collected by Dr. Ingleby, Miss 
L. Toulmin Smith, Dr. Furnivall, and 
J. J. Munro. Two vols., royal 8vo, cloth, 
2lr. net. 

Harrison’s Description of Eng¬ 
land. Part IV. Uniform with Parts 
1,-111. as issued by the New Shakspere 

~ Society. Edited bv Dr. Furnivall. 
With additions by Mrs. C. C. STORES. 
(250 copies only.) 17$. 6d. net. 

A Study of Shakespeare. By A. C. 
SWINBURNE. Crown 8vo, cloth, 8r. 

The Age of Shakespeare. By A. C. 
Swinburne. Cr. 8vo, buckram, 6s. net. 

Shakespeare’s Sweetheart: a 
Romance. By Sarah H. Sterling. 
With 6 Coloured Illustrations by C. F- 
PECK. Square 8vo, cloth, 6r. 
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SHARP (WILLIAM).—Children 
ol To-morrow. Crown 8vo,cloth, 3r.6d 

SHERARD (R. H.).-Rogues. 
Crown Svo, cloth, is. 6d. 

SHERIDAN’S (RICHARD 
BRINSLEY) Complete Works. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3$. 6ti. 

SHERWOOD (MARGARET).— 
DAPHNE: a Pastoral. With Coloured 
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth. 35. 6d. 

SHIEL (M. P.), Novels by. 
The Purple Cloud. Cr. 8vo.cloth, 3s.6d. 
Unto the Third Generation. Cr.Svo, 

doth, 6s. 

SIMS (GEORGE R.), Books by. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, is. each ; cloth 

limp, 2j. 6d. each. 
The Ring o’ Bells. 
Tinkletop’s Crime. | Zeph. 
Dramas of Life. With 60 Illustrations. 
My Two Wives. | Tales of To-day. 
Memoirs of a Landlady. 
Scenes from the Show. 
The Ten Commandments. 

Crown £vo, picture cover, is. each; cloth. 
is. 6d. each. 

The Dagonet Reciter and Reader. 
Dagonet Ditties. | Life We Live. 
Young Mrs. Caudle. 
LI Ting of London. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, 
picture boards, is. each ; cloth, 2s. 6d. each. 
Mary Jane’s Memoirs. 
Mary Jane Married. 
Rogues and Vagabonds. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3r. 6d. each. 
Joyce Pleasantry. With a Frontis¬ 

piece by Hugh Thomson. 
For Life—and After. 
Once upon a Christmas Time. 

With 8 Illustrations by CHAS. Green, R.I. 
In London’s Heart. 
A Blind Marriage. 
Without the Limelight. 
The Small-part Lady. 
Biographs or Babylon. 
The Mystery of Mary Anne. 

Picture cloth, flat back, is. each. 
Rogues and Vagabonds. 
In London's Heart. 

Popular Editions, medium 8vo, 6d. each. 

Mary Jane’s Memoirs. 
Mary Jane Married. 
Rogues and Vagabonds. 

How the Poor Live; and Horrible 
London. Crown 8vo, leatherette, u. 

Dagonet Dramas. Crown 8vo, Jr. 
Dagonet Abroad. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

3r. 6d. ; post 8vo, picture cover, is. 
His Wife’s Rexengo. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 

3s.6d.; Cheap Edition, is. net. 

XI. A Life of Shakespeare for the 
Young. I fre taring. 

XII. An Evening with Shake¬ 
speare : 10 Dramatic Tableaux for 
Young People, with Music by T. 
Maskell Hardy, and Illustrations. 
Cloth, 2r. net; leather, 3r. bd. net ; 
linen, u. 6d. net. 
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SHELLEY’S Complete WORKS 
in Verse and Prose. Edited by R. 
Herne Shepherd. 5 Vols., 3s. bd. ea. 

Poetical Works, in Three Vols.: 
Vol. I. Margaret Nicholson; Shelley’s 

Correspondence with Stockdale; Wandering 
Jew; Queen Mab ; Alastor ; Rosalind and 
Helen ; Prometheus Unbound ; Adonais. 

Vol. II. Laon and Cythna: The Cenci; 
Julian and Maddalo : Swellfoot the Tyrant; 
The Witch of Atlas ; Epipsychidion ; Hellas, 

Vol. III. Posthumous Poems; The 
Masque of Anarchy ; and other Pieces. 
Prose Works, in Two Vols.: 

Vol. I. Zastrozzi; St. Irvyne; Dublin and 
Marlow Pamphlets ; Refutation of Deism ; 
Letters to Leigh Hunt ; Minor Writings. 

Vol. ll. Essays; Letters from Abroad; 
Translations and Fragments ; a Biography. 

SIGNBOARDS: Their History, in¬ 
cluding Famous Taverns and Remarkable 
Characters. By Jacob Larwood and J. 
C. Hotten. WHh 95 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

SISTER DORA. By M. Lonsdale. 
Demy 8vo, a,d.; cloth, bd._ 

SLANG DICTIONARY (The): His- 
toricai and Anecdotal. Cr. 8vo, cl., 6s. 6d. 

SMEDLEY (CONSTANCE: Mrs. 
Maxwell Armfield), Novels by. 

The June Princess. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3*. bd. 

Crown 8vo. cloth. 6s. each. 
Service. I Mothers and Fathers. 

See also The Flower Book, p. 11. 

SOCIETY IN LONDON. Crown 
8vo, is.; cloth, is. 6d. 

SOMERSET (Lord HENRY).- 
Songs of Adieu. 4to, Tap, vellum, fir. 

SPALDING (Kenneth J.).—A 
Pilgrim’s Way: Son&s. Fcap. 4to, 
buckram, 3s. 6d. net. 

SPEIGHT (T. W.), Novels by. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 
By Devious Ways. 
Hoodwinked; & Sandycroft Mys¬ 

tery. I The Golden Hoop. 
Back to Life. | Quittance in Full. 
The Loudwater Tragedy. 
Burgo’s Romance. 
A Husband from the Sea. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. 6d. each. 
Her Ladyship. | The Grey Monk: 
The Master of Trenance. 
The Secret of Wyvern Towers. 
Doom of Siva. | As it Was Written 
The Web of Fate. 
Experiences of Mr. Yerschoyle. 
Stepping Blindfold; 
Wife or N o Wife.Fust »vo,cloth, is. 6d. 

SPENSER for Children. ByM.H. 
Tovvry. With Coloured Illustrations by 
W. I. Morgan. Crown ato, cloth, as. bd. 

SPEIGHT (E. E.).—The Galleon 
of Torbay. Crown 8vo. cloth, b$, 

aPE 1 T’iolJH (H. M.). — The 
Heritage of Eve. Cr. 8vo, clotli, 6s. 

SP1ELMANN (MRS. M. H.), 
Books by. 
Large crown Svo, cloth, 5s. net. each. 

Margery Redford and her Friends. 
With illustrations.by Gordon Browne. 

The Rainbow Book: Sixteen 
Tales of Fun and Fancy. With 
37 Illustrations by Arthur Rackham, 

Hugh Thomson, Bernard Partridge, 

Lewis Baumer, and other artists. 

SPRIGGE (S. SQUIRE).— An 
Industrious Chevalier. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3^. 6d, 

STAFFORD (JOHN), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. &d. each. 

Doris and I. | Carlton Priors. 

STANLEY (WINIFRED). — A 
Flash of the Will. Cr. Svo. cloth. 6s. 

STARRY HEAVENS Poetical 
Birthday Book. Pott 8vo, cloth, 2s. bd. 

STEDMAN (E. C.).—Victorian 
Poets, Crown Svo, cloth, 9$. 

STEINLEN ANb HIS ART: 24 
Cartoons in Tints and Monochrome. 
With Introduction. Folio, cl.. net. 

STEPHENS (RICCARDO).—The 
Cruciform Mark. Cr. Svo. cl„ 3s. 6d. 

STEPHENS (R. NE1LSON).— 
Philip Winwood, Cr.,8vo. cl„ 3s. 6d. 

STERLING (S.).—Shakespeare’s 
Sweetheart. With 6 Coloured Illustra¬ 
tions by C. E. PECK. Sq. 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

STERNDALE (R. ARMITAGE) 
—The Afghan Knife. Post 8vo,cloth, 
3s. 64. ; illustrated boards. 2s. 

STERNE (LAURENCE).— 
A Sentimental Journey. With 89 
Illustrations by T. H. Robinson, and 
Portrait. Crown Svo, cloth gilt. 3s. 6i. 

STEVENSON (BURTON E.).— 
Affairs of State. Cr. Svo, ol. 3s. 6d. 

STEVENSON (R. LOUis), 
Works by. 

The Swanston Edition of the Works of 
Robert Louis Stevenson (including the 
Letters), in 25 vols., crown 8vo, 6s. net per vol. 
(To be subscribed for only in sets, through the 
Booksellers.) A full Prospectus may be had. 

Crown Svo, buckram, 6s. each. 
Travels with a Donkey. With a 

Frontispiece by Walter Crane. 

An Inland Voyage. With a Frontis¬ 
piece by Walter Crane. 

Familiar Studies of Men & Books. 
The Silverado Squatters. 
New Arabian Mights. 
The Merry Men. 
Underwoods: Poems. 
Memories and Portraits. 
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STEVENSON (R. L.) —continued. 
Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s, each. 

Yirginlbus Puerisque. I Ballads. 
Prince Otto. | Across the Plains. 
Weir of Hermiston. 
In the South Seas. 
Bssays of Travel. 
Tales and Fantasies. 
Essays in the Art of Writing. 
Bay Morals, &c. With a Preface by 

Mrs. Stevenson._ 

Bongs of Travel. Cr. 8vo. buckram, 5s. 
A Bowden Sabbath Morn. With 

Coloured Front, and numerous Illus. by 
A. S. Boyd. Crown Svo, buckram, 6r. 

New Arabian Nights. Cheaper 
Edition, post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. ; 
Popular Edition, medium 8vo, 6d. 

Large crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. net ea. ; parch¬ 
ment, ior. 6d. net each ; Large Paper Edit,, 
rag paper, Plates mounted,vellum. 2lr.net ea. 

An Inland Voyage. With 12 Illus¬ 
trations in Colour, 12 in Black and White, 
and other Decorations, by Noel Rooke. 

Travels with a Donkey in the 
Cevennes. With 12 Illustrations in 
Colour, 12 in Black and White, and 
other Decorations, by Noel Rooke. 

A Child’s Garden ofYerses. With 
12 Illustrations in Colour and numerous 
Black and White Drawings by Milli- 
Cent Sowerby. Large crown Svo, cloth, 
Sr. net; Large Paper Edition, parch¬ 
ment, 7s. fid, net. 

Long fcap. Svo, cloth, is. net each. 
Father Damien. 
Talk and Talkers._ 
Past 8vo, bds., ir. net ea. ; leather, 2r. net ea. 
A Christmas Sermon. Also a Minia¬ 

ture Edition in velvet calf yapp (2J by 
3jin.), Ir. ad. net. 

Prayers Written at Yaillma. 
Also a Miniature Edition in velvet calf 
yapp, ir. 6d. net. ; and the Edition de 
Luxe, each Prayer Illuminated by A. 
Sangorski in gold and colours, fcap. <(to. 
Jap vellum, gilt top, 6i. net. ; parchment 
gilt, with ties. Sr. 6d. net. 

The Suicide Club; and The Raj ah’s 
Diamond. (From New Arabian 
Nights.) With 8 Illustrations by W. J. 
Hennessy. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3$. 6d. 

The Stevenson Reader. Edited by 
Lloyd Osbourne. Post 8vo, cloth, 
25. 61i.; buckram, gilt top, 3s. 6d. 

The Pocket R.B.S.: Favourite Pas¬ 
sages. i6mo.d„ 2j. net; leather, 3s. net. 

Fine Paper Editions. 
Pott 8vo, cl. 2s. net ea. ; leather, 3s. net ea. 
An Inland Voyage. 
Travels with a Donkey. 
Virginibus Puerisque. 
Familiar Studies of Men & Books. 
New Arabian Nights. 
Memories and Portraits. 
Across the Plains. 
The Merry Men. | Prince Otto. 
In the South Seas. 
Essays of Travel. 
The Silverado Squatters. 

STEVENSON (R. L.) —continued. 
Fine Paper Editions. 

Pott Svo, cL, 2S. net ea.: leather, 3r. net ea. 
Weir of Hermiston. 
Tales and Fantasies. 
The Art of Writing. 
Collected Poerqs of R. B. S. 
R.B.Stevenscn: A Study. ByH.B.Bail- 

don. With 2 Portraits, Cr.8vo,buckram,6s. 
Recollections of R. B. Stevenson 

in the Pacific. By Arthur John¬ 
stone. Cr. 8vo, buckram, 6s. net. 

STOCKTON (FRANK R.).-The 
Young Master of Hyson Hall. With 
36 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3J. 6d. : picture cloth, flat back, 2t. 

STONE (CHRISTOPHER), 
Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, each. 

They also Serve. 
The Noise of Bife. 

STRAUS (RALPH), Novels by. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 

The Man Apart. 
The Bittle God's Drum. 

STRUTT (JOSEPH).—The 
Sports and Pastimes of the People 
of England. With 140 Illustrations. 
Crown Svo, cloth. 3$. 6d. 

STUART(H. LQNGAN), Works 
by. Crown 8yo, cloth, 6s. each, 
Weeping Cross. | Fenena,. 

SULTAN (THE) AND HIS SUB^ 
JECTS. By Richard Davey. With 
Portrait. Demy 8vo, cloth, 7s. (id. net 

SUNDOWNER, Stories by. 
Told by the TalTrail. Cr. 8vo, 35. 6d. 
The Tale of the Serpent. Crown 

8vo, cloth, flat baek. 2s. 

SUTRO "(ALFRED). — T^e 
Foolish Virgins; Fcp. Svo, ir.: cl., is.6d. 

SWIFT’S (Dean) Choice Works, 
in Prose and Verse. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3r. (id. 

Jonathan Swift : A Study. By J. 
Churton Collins. Cr. 8vo, cl„ 3^. 6d._ 

SWINBURNE’S (A LG E RNON 
CHARLES) Works. 

Mr. Swinburne’s Collected Poems. 
In 6 Vols., crown Svo, 36s. net the set. 

Mr. Swinburne’s Collected Tra¬ 
gedies. In sVoIk., cr.Svo, 30.?. net the set. 

Selections from Mr. Swinburne’s 
Works. With Preface by T. Watts- 
DUNTON, and 2 Plates. Fcap, 8vo, 6r. 

The Queen-Mother; and Rosa¬ 
mond. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. net. 

Atalanta in Calydon. Crown Svo, 6s. 
Chastelard: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 7j. 
Poems and Ballads. First Series. 

Crown Svo, qs. 
Poems and Ballads. Second Series. 

Crown Svo, qs. 
Poems and Ballads, third Series. 

Crown Svo, 7s. 
Songs before Sunrise. Crown 8vo, 

xos. 6i. 
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SWINBURNE (A. C.)—continued. 
Bothwell: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 12s.6d. 
Songs of Two Nations. Crown 8vo,6j. 

George Chapman (in Vol. II. of G 
Chapman's Works.) Crown 8vo, 31. 6d. 

Essays and Studies. Crown8vo, 124. 
Erechtheus: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
A Note on Charlotte Bronte. Crown 

8vo, 6». 
A Study of Shakespeare. Cr. 8vo, 8s 
Songs of the Springtides. Cr.8vo,6s. 
Studies in Song. Crown 8vo, 7s. 
Mary Stuart: A Tragedy. Crown8vo, 8s. 
Tristram of Lyonesse. Crown Svo,Q4. 
A Century of Roundels. Cr. Svo, 6s. 
A Midsummer Holiday. Cr. Svo, 7s. 
Marino Faliero : A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, 6s. 
A Study of Yictor Hugo. Cr. 8vo, 6s. 
Miscellanies. Crown 8vo, 12s. 
Locrine: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
A Study of Ben jonson. Cr. 8vo, 7s. 
The Sisters: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
Astrophel, &c. Crown 8vo, 7s. 
Studies in Prose and Poetry. 

Crown 8vo, gs. 
The Tale of Balen. Crown 8vo, 7s. 
Rosamund, Queen of the Lom¬ 

bards : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
A Channel Passage. Crown 8vo, 71. 
Love’s Cross-Currents: A Year’s 

Letters. Crown 8vo, 6s. net. 
William Blake. Crown 8vo, 6s. net. 
The Duke of Gandia. Crown 8vo, 5s. 
The Age of Shakespeare. Crown 

8vo, 6s. net. 

The Pilgrimage of Pleasure. See 
page 17 for Mrs. Disnky-Lkith's The 
Children of the Chapel. Crown 
8vo, 6s. net. 

THACKERAY,W. M.—The Rose 
and The Ring. With Coloured Frontis¬ 
piece, 44 Illustrations (12 in Two Tints) 
and End-papers by GORDON BROWNE. 
Demy 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 

The Pocket Thackeray. Arranged 
by A. H. Hyatt, ibmo, cloth, gilt 
top, 2s. net : leather, gilt top, 3s. net. 

THOMAS (ANNIE), Novels by. 
The Siren’s Web. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. 
Comrades True. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

THOMAS (BERTHA), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

In a Cathedral City. 
The House on the Scar. 
The Son of the House. 

THOREAU : His Life and Aims. 
By A. H. PAGE. With a Portrait. Post 
8vo, buckram, 3s. 6d. 

THORNBURY (WALTER).— 
Tales fo* the Marines. Post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, 2s. 

TIMBS (JOHN), Works by. 
Crown 8vo, doth, 3s. 6d. each. 

Clubs and Club Life in London. 
With 41 Illustrations. 

English Eccentrics and Eccen¬ 
tricities. With 48 Illustrations. 

TOY PARTY (A). By J. Bodger. 
Illustrated in Colours by Dora Barks. 
Oblong fcap. 4to, picture boards, u. net. 

TREETON (ERNEST A.).—The 
Instigator. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

TROLLOPE (ANTHONY), Novels 
by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The Way We Live Now. 
Frau Frohmann. I Marion Fay. 
The Land-Leaguers. 

SWINNERTON (FRaNK), 
Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 

The Merry Heart. 
The Young Idea. | The Casement. 

SYRETT (NETTA), Novels by. 
Anne Page. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; 

Popular Edition medium 8vo, 6d. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
A Castle of Dreams. 
Olivia L. Carew. 
Drender’s Daughter. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Kept in the Dark. 
The American Senator. 
The Golden Lion of Granpere. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
Mr. Scarborough's Family. 
John Caldtgate. 

TAINE’S History of English 
Literature. Trans, by Henry Van Laun. 
Four Vols„ with 32 Portraits, pott 8vo. 
cloth, gilt top, 2s. net each ; leather, gilt 
edges, 3s. net each. 

TROLLOPE (FRANCES E.), 
Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 34. 6d. 
each; post 8vo,illustrated boards, 24.each. 

Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Mabel’s Progress. | Anne Furness. 

TALES FOR THE HOMES. 
By Twenty-Six Well-known Authors. 
Edited by Rev. J. Marchant. Published 
for the benefit of the Barnardo Me¬ 
morial Fund. With 3 Portraits. Crown 
8vo, cloth. 5s. net 

TROLLOPE (T. A.).—Diamond 
Cut Diamond. Post 8vo, illus, bds., 24. 

TURENNE (RAYMOND^—The 
Last of the Mammoths. Crown Svo. 
cloth, 34. 6d. 

TAYLOR (TOM).—Historical 
Dramas. Crown 8vo, is. each. 

'Jeanne Darc.’ 
‘'Twist Axe and Crown.’ 
‘The Fool’s Revenge.' 
‘Arkwright’s Wife.' 
* Anne Boleyn.' 

■Plot and Passion.’ 

TWAIN’S (MARK) Books. 
UNIFORM LIBRARY EDITION. Crown 

8vo, cloth. 34. 6d. each. 
Mark Twain's Library of Humour. 

With ii)7 Illustrations by E. W. Kemble. 
Roughing It: and The Innocents 

at Home. With 200 Illustrations by 
F. A. Fraser. 
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TWAIN (MARK)—continued. 
UNIFORM LIBRARY EDITION. Crown 

8vo, cloth, 3t. 6d. each. 
The American Claimant. With 81 

Illustrations by Hal Hurst and others. 
Pudd’nhead Wilson. With Portrait 

and Six Illustrations by LOUIS LoeB. 
* The Adventuresof Tom Sawyer. 

With hi Illustrations. 
Tom Sawyer Abroad. With 26 

Illustrations by Dan Beard. 
Tom Sawyer, Detective, With Port. 
* A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Illusts. 
•The Innocents Abroad ; and The 

New Pilgrim's Progress. With 
234 Illusts. (The 2s. edition is also known 
as Mark Twain’s Pleasure Trip.) 

•The Gilded Age. By Mark Twain 
and C. D. WARNER. With 212 Illusts. 

* The Prince and the Pauper. 
With 190 Illustiations. 

* Life on the Mississippi. 300 Illusts. 
•The Adventures of Huckleberry 

Finn. 174 Illusts. by E. W. Kemble. 
* A Yankee at the Court of King 

Arthur. 220 Illusts. hv Dan Beard. 

•The Stolen White Elephant. 
•The £1,000.030 Bank-Note. 
A Double-barrelled Detective 

Story. With 7 Illustrations. 
Personal Recollections of Joan of 

Arc. With 12 IUusts. by F. V. DC MOND. 
More Tramps Abroad. 
The Man that Corrupted Hadley. 

burg. With Frontispiece. 
The Choice Works of Mark Twain. 

With Life, Portrait, and Illustrations. 
*,* The Books marked • may be had in post 
8vo, cloth, without Illustrations, at 2s. each. 

Popular Editions, medium Svo, (\d. each. 
Tom Sawyer. | A Tramp Abroad. 
The Prince and the Pauper. 
Huckleberry Finn. 
Mark Twain’a Sketches. Pott 8vo, 

cleth, gilt top, 2s. net; leather, gilt edges. 
3$. net : post Svo, cloth. 2s. 

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. 
Illustrated by WORTH BreH-m, Koya 
8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 

FwELLS (JULIA H.).—Et~uT, 
Sejane I Crown 8vo clofh 6s 

FYTLER (SARAHLNovels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Buried Diamonds. 
The Blackhall Ghosts. 
What She Came Through. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards. ?.s. each. 
Saint Mungo’s City. | Lady Bell. 
The Huguenot Family. 
Disappeared. | Noblesse Oblige. 
The Bride’s Pass. 
Beauty and the Beast. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 61 i. each. 
The Macdonald Lass. 
The Witch-Wife. 
Bachel Langton. I Sapphira 
Mrs. Carmichael’s Goddesses. 
A Honeymoon’s Eclipse. 
A Young Dragon. 

TYTLER (SARAH) — continued. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

Three Men of Mark; 
In Clarissa's Day. 
Sir David’s Visitors. 
The Poet and His Guardian Angel. 
Citoyenne Jacqueline. Crown Svo, 

picture cloth, flat back. 2s. 

TYTLER (C. C. FRASER^P^ 
Mistress; Judith. Post Svo, illustrated 
boards, 2s. 

UPWARD (ALLEN), Novelslby. 
The Queen against Owen. Crown 

8vo, cloth, 3s. td. ; picture cloth, flat back, 
2s.; post 8vo, picture boards, 2s. 

The Phantom Torpedo-Boats. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 

VAN DAM (ALBERT D.).-A 
Court Tragedy. With 6 Illustrations 
by J. B. Davis. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

VASHTI and ESTHER. By 
' Belle ’ of 7'he World. Cr. Svo, cl., 3s. 6d. 

VENICE IN THE EIGHTEENTH 
Century. By Philippe Monniek. 
With a Frontispiece. Demy 8vo, cloth, 
7s. 6d. net. 

VICENZA (The PAINTERS of). 
By Tancred Borenius. With 15 full- 
page Plates. Dein v Svo. cloth, 7s. 6d. net. 

VINE = GROWING IN ENCT 
LAND. By H. M. TOD. With Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, boards, is. net.; cloth, 
Is. 6d net. 

ViZETELLY (ERNEST A.), 
Books by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd.each. 

The Scorpion. 
The Lover’s Progress. 
A Path of Tltorus. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
The Wild Marquis: Life and Adven¬ 

tures of Armand Guerry de Maubreuil. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 

WALLACE (LEW.;.—Ben-Hur: 
A Tale of the Christ. Crown 8vo, 
cloth. 3s. 6d. 

W ALLER (S. E.).—Sebastiani’s 
Secret. With g Illusts. Cr. Svo, cl., 6s 

wXlTON and COTTON’S 
Complete Angler. Pott 8vo, cloth, 
gilt, 2s. net: leather, gilt edges, 3s. net 

WA R DE N"(FLORE N C E), byT- 
Joan, the Curate. Crown Svo, cloth, 

3s. 6d.; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 

Crown Svo, cloth. 3s. 6d. each. 
The Heart of a Girl. With 8 Illusts. 
Tom Dawson. 
The Youngest Miss Brown. 
A Fight to a Finish. 
The Old House at the Corner. 
Love and Lordship. 
What Ought She to Do? 
My Lady of Whims. 

WARM AN (CY).—The Express 
Messenger. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
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WARRANT to Execute Charles I. 
A Facsimile, with the 39 Signatures and 
Seals. 2s. 

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen 
of Scots. Including Queen Elizabeth’s 
Signature and the Great Seal.  

WASSERMANN (LILLIAS).— 
The Daffodils. Crown Svo, cloth, ls. fid. 

WEBBER (BYRON).—Sport and 
Spangles. Crown Svo, cloth, 2s._ 

WERNER (A.). —Chapenga’s 
White Man. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3r. fid. 

WESTALL (WILL.), Novels by. 
Trust-Money. Crown 8vo,cloth, 3s. fid.; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2r. 
With the Red Eagle. Popular 

Edition, medium 8vo, fid. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. fid. each. 
A Woman Tempted Him. 
For Honour and Life. 
Her Two Millions. 
Two Pinches of Snuff. 
With the Red Eagle. 
A Red Bridal. | Nigel Fortescue. 
Ben Clough. I Birch Dene. 
The Old Factory. 
Sons of Belial. 1 Strange Crimes., 
Her Ladyship's Secret. 
The Phantom City. 
Ralph Norbreck’s Trust. 
A Queer Race. I Red Ryvlngton. 
Roy of Roy’s Court. 
As Duck would have it. 
As a Man Sows. 
The Old Bank. 
Dr. Wynne’s Revenge. 
The Sacred Crescents. 
A Yery Queer Business. 

W ES T B U R Y (ATH A). — The 
Shadow of Hilton Fernbrook. Crown 
8vb. cloth, as. fid, 

WHEELWRIGHT (E. G.).—A 
Slow Awakening. Crown 8vo cloth, 6s. 

WH1SHAW (FRED.), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

A Forbidden Name. 
Many Ways of Dove. With 8 Iliusts. 
Mazappa. 
Near the Tsar, near Death. 

WHITMAN (WALT), Poems by. 
Selected and Edited, with Introduction, 
by W. M. Rossetti. With Portrait 
Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s.; pott 8vo, cloth, 
2s. net ; leather, 3s. net. 

Wilde (LADY).—The Ancient 
Legends, Charms, and Superstitions 
of Ireland. Crown 8vo, cloth, as. fid 

WILLIAMS (W. MATTIE0)7=- 
Th; Chemistry of Cookery. Crown 
Svo. clQth, 6s. 

WILLIAMSON (Mrs. F. H.).^A 
Child \Vldow. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 

WILLS (C. J.), Novels by. 
An Easy-going Fellow. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, 3s. fid. 
His Dead Past. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

WILSON (Dr. ANDREW), by. 
Chapters on Evolution. With 259 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 
Deisure-Tlme Studies. With Illustra. 

tions. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. 
Common Accidents, and how to 

Treat Them. Cr. 8vo, is.; cloth, is. 6d. 

WINTER (JOHN STRANGE), 
by. 

Regimental Degands. Post 8vo, 
Illustrated boards, 2s.; cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Cavalry Dife; and Regimental 
Degends. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.; 
picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 

WOOD (H. F.), Detective Stories 
by. Post Svo, illustrated boards ?s. each. 

Passenger from Scotland Yard. 
The Englishman of the Rue Cain. 

WORDSWORTHSHIRE: An In¬ 
troduction to a Poet’s Country. By 
Eric Kobertson, M.A. With Photo¬ 
gravure Portrait and 47 Illustrations by 
Arthur Tucker, R.B.A. Demy 8vo, 
cloth, 7s. 6d. net. 

WRAGGE (CLEMENT L.).— 
The Romance of the South Seas. 
With 84 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
7s. 6d. net. 

WRIGHT "(THOMAS).—History 
of Caricature and of the Grotesque 
in Art, Literature, Sculpture and 
Painting. Illustrated by F. W. 
Fairholt. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 

ZANGWILL (LOUIST.—A_Nlne^ 
teenth Century Miracle. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. 6d.; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 

ZOLXlEMTLE), fijlovejs by. 
Uniform Edition. Mostly Translated or 
Edited, with Introductions, by Ernest 

A. VizeTELLY. Cr. 8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
His Masterpiece. I The Joy of Dife. 
Germinal. | Theresa Raquin. 
The Honour of the Army. 
Abba Mourat’s Transgression. 
The Fortune of the Rougons. 
The Conquest of Plassan3. 
The Dram-Shop. 
The Fat and the Thin. | Money. 
His Excellency. 
The Downfall. 
Bourdes. 
Rome. 
Paris. 

The Dream. 
Doctor Pascal. 
Fruitfulness. 
Work. 
Truth. 

Popular Editions, medium 8vo, 6d. each. 

Abbfe Mouret’s Transgression, 
The Fortune of the Rougons. 
Dourdes I Rome. 
Paris. I Meisay. 
The Joy of Dife. 
Germinal. 

The Downfall. 
The Dram¬ 

shop. 
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